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Spoken by the AuTnos. 


ALLANTS ! wy m/s nd fy wth, , 

roy} af Droid rofit or Delight. 

1 

Ber thei intrifick Value fr foon is known ; 

There's no impofing Pleaſure on a Town. 

And when they fail, count o'er his Pains and Trouble, 

* s, bis _ the Poet is the Bubble. 

As P des by the Tragick Muſe are ſung, 

| 22 Lee, and Fool : 

| Follies, To-night, various Kinds we 
One, in a Female Pbilgſaphict Saint, 


That would by Learning 11 8 


» 


Warm all ber Scx's Boſoms to to rebel, 
Aud only with Platonick Raptures facel!. 
| Long He refifts the proper Uſe of Beauty, 
But Flies and Blood reduce the Dame to Duty. 
„ 
3 , — 
Nay more our Muſe's Fire ( but N 
Reafts, to your Tafte, « aubole South fra Dire@tg- 
N Go 
1 For all their Ackiaus, fure, wwill bear the Light; 
1. Bejides, hes painted here in of Power, 
Long ere wwe laid ſuch Ruin at bis Door : 
hedge . 2 by the Town, 


Sack is eur Fare, to feed . 
| But Poets fland, like Warriors, is their Fame; 
1 1 ngs all their paſt to Shame. 
| taflcd of your former Favour, 
2 
As Rans of Luck, we're more accurſt, 
fo 2 9 5 bn Fe ., 
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HE Time ir come the Roman Bard 


 foretold, 
A Brazen Year ſucceeds an Age of Gold; 


Wer fries Books were ope'd fo 


"Till then — 25 5 
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Feel a fuperior Cenfure for their Crimes 3 
| Le e the Face of Wrongy ca 


Enjoy the Maſe's Vengeance on them here. 


|REFUSAL:; 


| 7he Ladie I, 1 _ 7 . 


— 


ACTL 

mes CE N E, Weſtminſter-Hall. 
Frankley aud Granger meeting. 

Frank. S it poſlible ! 


Gran. Frankley ?! 
Fran. Dear Granger! I did not expect 
u theſe ten Days: How came you to 
ſo much better than your Word? 
Gran. Why, to tell you the Truth, becauſe I began 
to think London better than Paris. | 


Fran That's ſtrange: But you never think like o- 
ther People. 


Gras. I am more apt to ſpeak what I think, — 


4 Te REF US AL; or 

other People: gh I confeſs Paris has its Charms; 
but to me they are like thoſe of a Coquette, gay and 
gawdy ; they ſerve to amuſe with, but a Man would 
not chuſe to be marry'd to them. In ſhort, I am to 
paſs my Days in Oli England, and am therefore reſolv'd 


not to have an ill Opinion of it. 

Fran. Theſe ſettled Thoughts, Ned, make me hope, 
that if ever you ould marry, you will be as partial to 
to the omen you intend to paſs your Days with. 

Gran. Faith! I think every Man's a Fool that is 
not: But it's very odd; you fee, the groſſeſt Fools have 

y Senſe enough to be fond of a fine Houſe, or 


a good Horſe, when they have bought them: They can 


ſee the Value of them, at leaſt ; and why a poor Wife 
ſhould not have as fair Play for one's Inclination, I can 
ſee no Reaſon, but downright Ill-nature or Stupidity. 

Fran. What do you think of Avarice? when People 
purchaſe Wives, as they do other Goods, only becauſe 
they are a Penny-worth: Then too a Woman has a 
fine time on't! 

Gran. Ay, but that will never be the Caſe of my 
Wife: When I marry, I'll do it with the ſame con- 
venient Views as a Man would ſet up a Coach, becauſe 
his Eftate will bear it, it's eaſy, and keeps him out of 

Fran. But what! would you have a Wife have no 
more Charms than a Chariot ? 


Gran. Ah! Friend, if I can but paſs as many eaſy - 


Hours at home with one, as abroad in t' other, I will 
take my Chance, for her Works of Supererogation ; 
and I believe at worſt, ſhould be upon a Par with the 
Happineſs of moſt Huſbands about 'Town. 
an. But, at this rate, you would marry before you 
are in love. 
Gran. Why not? Do you _—_— is a—_— 
marrying the Woman you love? No more t 
— is 3 publick Merit: It may give you a 
Title to it indeed; but you muſt depend upon other 
People's Virtue to find your Account in either. For 
my part, I am not for building Caſtles in the Air; 
when I marry, I expect no great matters; none of your 
Angels, a mortal Woman will do my Buſineſs, — 
you 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 5 
| you'll find, when I tell you my Choice. All I defire of 
a Wife, is, that ſhe will do as ſhe is bid, and keep 
herſelf clean. | 

Fra. Would you not have her a Companion tho', 
as well as a Bedfcllow ? 

"Wm. You mean, 1 ſuppoſe, a Woman of Senſe ? 
GGG 

e 

Gran. Nor I; but Sdeath where ſhall I find her? 
In ſhort, I am tired with the Search, and will ev'n 
take up with one, as Nature has made her, handſome, 
and only a Fool of her own 
Fran. Was ever ſo deſperate an Indifference ? I am 

till I know her. 

Gran. Even the Prude, Sophronia. 
Fran. Sophroni N — take her for = 

Fool, Sir; why, A GEE irene el Gn 

her Sex to 

 _ ou don't tell me that as a Proof of her Wit, 
= 7 Sir. 

Fran. No: But I think your Humour's a little ex- 
188 — that can reſolve to marry the Woman you 


— It's, at leaft, a Sign I am in no great Danger 
of her laughing at me, Tom; the Caſe of many a pret- 
tier Fellow. But I take Sapbronie to be only a Fool of 
Parts, that's however capable of thinking right; and 2 
"Man muſt be nice indeed, that turns up his Noſe at a 
Woman, who has no worſe Imperfection, than ſetting 
too great a Value upon her Underſtanding. I grant it, 
ſhe is half mad with her Learning and Philoſophy : : 
What then ? ſo are moſt of our Great Men, when they 
pet a little too much on't. Nav, ſhe is ſo rapt in the 

ide of her imaginary Knowledge, that ſhe almoit 
forgets ſhe is a Woman, and thinks all Offers of Love 
to her Perſon a Diſhonour to the Dignity of her Soul ; 
but all this does not diſcourage me: She may fancy her- 
ſelf as wiſe as the pleaſes; but unleſs I fail in my Mea- 
ſures, I ſhall think I have hard luck, if I don't make 
that fine Fleſh and Blood of her's, as troubleſome as my 
own in a Fornight. 

Fran. — „ tian I oo! 

3 


6 mung us A 


T was her Fool for above five Months together, and did 


not come ill recommended to the Family; but could 
make no more Impreſſion than upon a Veſtal Vi gin: 
And how a Man of your cool Reflection can think of 
attempting her, I have no Notion. 
Gran. Pſhah! I laugh at all her Airs; a Woman of 
a general Inſenſibility, is only one that has never been 
rightly attack'd. 
Fran. Are you then really reſolv'd to purſue her? 
Ceran. Why not? Is not ſhe a fine Creature? Has 
not ſhe Parts? Would not half her Knowledge, equally 
divided, make fifty Coquettes all Women of Senſe ? 
Is not her Beauty natural, her Perſon lovely, her Mien 
majeſtick Then ſuch a Conſtitution 
Fran. Nay, ſhe has a wholeſome Look, I grant you: 
But then her Prudery, and Platonici Principles, are 
inſupportable. 
Gran. Now to me they are more diverting, than all 
the Levity of a Coquette : O! the noble Conflicts be- 
tween Nature and a proud Underſtanding, make our 


Triumphs ſo infinitely above theſe petty Conqueſtt—— 


Beſides, are not you Philoſopher enough to know, my 
Friend, that a Body continent holds moſt of the thing 
contain'd? Tis not your waſting Currents, but Re- 
ſervoirs, that make the Fountain play; not the Prodi- 

's, but the Miſer's Cheſt, that holds the Treaſure: 

o, no, take my word, your Prude has thrice the la- 
tent Fire of a Coquette. Your Prude's a Flaſk hermeti- 
cally ſeal'd, all's right within, depend upon't; but 
your Coquette's a mere Bottle of Plague-water, that's 
open to every body. 

Fran. Well, Sir, ſince you ſeem ſo heartily in ear- 
neſt, and, I fee, are not to be diſguſted at a little Fe- 
male Frailty ; I think I ought in Honour to let you in- 
ro a little more of her: You muſt know then, this mar- 
ble hearted Lady, who could not bear my Addreſſes 
to herſelf, has notwithſtanding Fleſh and Blood enough 
to be ten times more uneaſy, that I now pay them to 
her Siſter. 

Gran. I am glad to hear it: Prithee ! let me know 
all; for tis upon theſe ſort of Weakneſſes, that I am 
to tirengthen my Hopes. 


Fran. 
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The Ladies Philoſophy. 7 
Fran. You know I writ you word, that I thought 
the ſafeſt way to cover my real Paſſion for her Siſter 


1 Charlotte, would be, to drop my cold Pretenſions to 


Sophronia, inſenſibly; upon which Account I rather 
heighten'd my ReſpeR to her: But as, you know, tis 


harder to diſguiſe a real Inclination, than to diſſemble 


one we have not; Sephronia, it ſeems, has ſo far ſuſ- 

ed the Cheat, that, fince your Abſence, ſne has 
broke into a thouſand little Impatiencies at my new 
Happineſs with Charlotte. | | | 

Gran. Good. 

Fran. But the Jcſl is, ſhe can't yet bring down her 
Vanity to believe I am in earneſt with Chorl:zie nei- 
ther; but really fancies my Addreſſes there, are all 
Grimace, the mere Malice of a rejected Lover, to 
give her Scorn a Jealouiy. | 

Gran. Admirable ! but 1 hope vou are ſure of this. 

Fran. "Tis but Yeſterday the gave me a Proof of it. 

Gran. Pray, let's hear. 

Fran. Why, as Cbarlolte and I were whiſpering at 
one end of a Room, while we thought her wrapt up in 
one of Horac.'s Odes at the other, Of a ſudden, I 
obſerv d her come failing up to me, with an infulting 


Smile, as who ſhould ſay——1 laugh at all theſe ſhallow 
Arts then turn'd ſhort, and, looking over her 
Shoulder, cry'd aloud ——— 4h ! Niſer] 
| Quant laboras in Charybdi ? 
Gran. Digue Puer meliore Flamma Ah! me- 


thinks, I ſee the imperious Huſſey, in Profile, waving 
her ſnowy Neck into a thoufand lovely Attitudes of 
Scorn and Triumph! O the dear Vanity! well, when 


1 all's ſaid, the Coxcomb's vaſtly handſome ! 


Fran. T'gad! thou art the oddeſt Fellow in the 
World! to be thus capable of diverting yourſelf with 
your Miftreſs's Jealouſy of another Man. | 
. Gran. Pſhah! Thou'rt too rehn'd a Lover; I am 
glad of any Occaſion that proves her more a Woman, 
Fran. But pray, Sir, upon what Foot did you ſtand 
with her before you went to France? 

Gran, O! I never hy Fl to more, than 


a Pla- 
tonick 
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=: I ſaw, at firſt View, ſhe was inacceſſible 

Fran. Yet fince you were reſolv'd to purſue her, 
came you to think of rambling to rd ro 18 

Gran. Why, the laſt time I ſaw her, ſhe grew ſo 
fantaſtically jealous of my regarding her more, as a 
Woman, than an intellectual Being, that my Patience 
was half tir'd; and having, at that time, an Appoint- 
ment, with ſome idle Company, to make a Trip to Pa- 
ris, I lily took that Occaſion, and told her, if I threw 
myſelf into a voluntary Baniſhment from her Perſon, I 
hoped ſhe would then be convinc'd, I had no other 
Views of Happineſs, than what her Letters might, 
ev'n in Abſence, as well gratify, from the Charms of 
her Underſtanding. | 

Fren. Moſt ſolemnly impudent ! 

Gran. In ſhort, her Vanity was ſo blind to the Ban- 
ter, that ſhe inſiſted upon my going, and made me 
conditional promiſes of anſwering all my Letters; in 
which I have flatter'd her romantick Folly to that de- 
gree, that, in her laſt, ſhe confeſſes an entire Satisfac- 
tion in the Ixneccnt Dionity of my Inclinations (as ſhe 
Tiles i:) and therefore thi bound, in Gra- 
titude, to recall me from Exile: which gracious Boon 


(being heartily tired at Paris) I am now arriv'd to ac- 


of. 
Fran. The merrieft Amour that ever was! Well! 
and why don't you viſit her? . 
Gran. O! I do all things by Rule——not till ſhe 
has din'd ; for our Great Exgliſb Philoſopher, my Lord 
_ you, that then the Mind. is generally moſt 


with the old Gentleman her Father. 
Fran. Sir Gilbert! If I don't miſtake yonder he 
CONES — | 
Gran. Where, prithee ? : 
Fran. There, by the Bookſeller's; don't you ſee him, 


with an odd Crowd after him. | 
Gran. Ol now I have him he's loaded with 
Papers like a Sollicitor, 


Fran. 


E. 
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Fran. Sir, he is at this time a Man of the firſt Con- 
ſequence, and receives more Petitions every Hour 
than the Court of Chancery ina whole Term. 

Gran. What! is he Lord Treaſurer ? 

Fran. A much more conſiderable Perſon, I can 


| aſſure you; he is a Searh-Sea Director, Sir: 


Cran. O! I cry you Merc ! and thoſe about him, 
I preſume, are bowing for Su ions. 
Fran. That's their Buſineſs, you may be ſure; but 


ſee, at laſt, he has broke from them. 


Gran. No ] there's one has got him by the Sleeve 
"Fran. What if we ſhould dand off, and obſerve a 


Gran. With all my Heart. 
Sir Gilb. No 6 Miner the Door.) Prithee be quite, 
Fellow! I tell you I'll ſend the Duke an Anſwer to- 


morrow Morning. 


Within.) It's very well, Sir 


Sir Gilbert ſpeaks entering, nvith a great Parcel of open 


Letters in 225 Hand, and others ftuffing his Pockets. 

Sir Gib. Very Well! ay, fo it is, if he gets it 
then Why ? what! theſe People of Quality, ſure, 
think they & 92 a Favour, when they aſk one—— 
Huh! let him come for it himſelf! I am ſure I was 
forc'd to do ſo, at his Houſe, when I came for my own, 
and could not get it neither and he expects 1 
ſhould give him 2000 /. only for ſending a Footman to 
me. Why ? what ! Does his Grace think 1 don't know 
which fide my Bread's butter'd on ? Let's ſee! who are 


theſe from ? | Reads tohimfelf. 
. Gran. The old Gentleman's no blind Admirer of a 
Man of Quality, I fee. 


Fran. O! Sir, he has lately taken up a mortal Aver- 
nnr 
Gran. How fo, pray ? 
Fran. As he grows rich, he grows 
mong Friends, had lately a mind to 
himſelf: But applying to the wrong 
he was diſappointed ; and ever ſince piques himſelf up- 
1 nnn 


A 5 | Gran. 
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Gran. Hah ! the right Plebeian Spirii of 3 
land: But I think he's counted an honeſt Man. 

Fran. Umph! yes! Nr 
of mercantile Conſcience ; he is 
and expects the ſame from others; he will neither Aral, 
nor cheat, unleſs he thinks he has the ProteQion of the 
Law: Then indeed, as moſt thriving Men do, he 
thinks Honour and Equity are chimerical Notions. 

Gran. That is, he bluntly profeſſes what other Peo- 


ple. practiſe with more Breeding but let's accoſt 
| R * Stay a little. (a Letter. 
Sir Gilb. To me, Friend! [Enter a Footman with 


What will they never have done ? 


Footm. Sir, my Lady Double-Chin preſents her Ser- 
vice, and ays ſhe'll call for your Honour's Anſwer to- 


morrow Mo 


Sir Gzlb. Very well; tell my Lady I'll take care to— 
[Exit Footman. 
Be exactly out of the way when ſhe comes. | 

Gran. Hah! bell keep that part of his word, I 
warrant him. 

Sir Ci. Let's ſee! the old Story, I ſuppoſe, 
Reads.) Um Um yes, yes——— only tuo 
Thouſand Huh! Does the Woman take me for 
a Fool? Does ſhe think I don't know that a TWO 
Thouſand Subſcription is worth Two Thouſand Gui- 
neas; and becauſe ſhe is not worth above Fourſcore 
Thouſand already, ſhe would have me give them to her 
for Nothing To a poor Relation, ſhe pretends 
indeed, as if ſhe loved any body better than herſelf ! 
A Drum! and a Fiddle! vi — none of your fat 
Sows, not 1 No, no, get you into he wee 
Pocket Bleſs my Eyes! Mr. Granger. 

Gran. Sir Gilb. I am your moſt humble Servant. 

Sir Gilb. In troth, I am glad to ſee you — 
Mr. Frankley, your humble Servant. 
Fran. Sir, your moſt obedient. 
Sir Gilb. Well, how goes Mifififpi, Man? What! 


do they bring their Money by Waggon-Loads to Mar- 
ket ſtill ? Hah' Hah! hah! Sr 


Gran. 


T. 


, os and you may depend upon every Shilling of it 
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Gran, O! all gone, for nothing, Sir, 
South-Sca has brought AZ oo 
Sir Gilb. Why, ay, han't we done glorious things 
here? ha! we have found Work for the Coachmakers 
as well as they, Boy. 
_ on. Ah, Sir in a little time we ſhall reduce thoſe, 
there, to their Original of riding be- 8 
Und them here. , 
Sir Gilb. Huh! huh! you will have your Joke ſtill, 
Iſee— Well! you have not ſold out, I hope. 
Gran. Not I, faith, Sir; the old Five Thouſand lies 


ſnug as it was: I don't ſee where one can move it, and 


mend it ; ſo even let it lie, and breed by itſelf. | 
Sir Gilb. You're right you're right hark 

it——the thing will do more ſtill, oy. 

| Gree: Sir, I am ſure it's in hands, that can make it 


. Ha you got any new Subſcription? 
Gran. You know, Sir, I have been abſent, and it's 


really now grown ſo valuable a Favour, I have not 


E 2 the Confidence ts afk It 


Sir Gi/b. Pſhah! prithee never talk of that, Man 

Gran. If I thought you were not full, Su— _ 

Sir Gilb. Why, if I were as full as a Bumper, Sir, 
I'll put my Friends in, let who will run over for't. 

Fran. Sir Gilb. always doubles his Favours, by his 
Manner of doing them. 

Sir Gib. Frankley, you are down for 5000 J. alrea- 


let me ſee, what have I done with my Liſt? Granger 
has a good Eftate, and had an Eye upon my eldeſt 
Daughter before he went to France ; I muſt have him 
=P may chance to bring the matter to bear. ¶ Aſide. 
F Graz. Where did you get all theſe Letters, Sir Gi/- 

ert? 

Sir Gilb. Why, ay, this is the Trade every Morning, 
all for 3 X wh they are ſpecial Stuff. 
here, prithee, r , 

Fran. Whois it from, Sir? 

Sir Gz#/b. O! a North-Briton, a bloody ſquabbling 
Fellow, who owes me a Thouſand Pounds for Diffe- 
rence, and that's bis way of zaying me; read it, 


Gran, 


12 ne REF USA L; or, 


Gran. | Reading.) Wans, Sir, dee ack 
Meer 


for year pimping Thouſand Pound. An yell or Ayman 


a bit, Tſe order the Bearer, my Brocker, r wh 
Ballance : and if ye wwull but gea yearſell the 7 * to 
put his Name intull year ov:n Lift for a Thouſand Sub- 
ſcription, he'ſe pay ye awv down ups" the Nail : But an 
ye abo n do this ſmaww Fub, the Deel Dommee, an ye 
cer ſe a Grote from me, as long as my Name is 


Blunderbuſs. 
Fran. What can you do with ſuch a Fellow, Sir? 


WM, — with him! why, I'll let him have it, 
ply fog wr : I had better do that, than be o- 
biged tot ght for t, or give it the Lawyers. 

ran. Nay, that's true too. 

Sir Gilb. Here's another now, from one of my 
Wife's hopeful Relations, an extravagant Puppy, that 
has rattled a gilt Chariot to pieces before it was paid 

For——but he'll die in Jail. 

Fran. | Reading.) Dear Knight. 

I ſee he's te 

Sir Gilb. Nay, it's all of a piece. 

Fran. Not to mince the Matter; yeſterday, at Mary- 
dun they had me all Bob as a Rolan: In ſhort, being 
_y my Money, I was forced to come the Cafter, and 

ed for Five hundred dead: Befides which, I owe 
Crop the Lender a Brace, and if I have a fingle Simon 
to pay him, rot me: But the queer Coll promiſes to ad- 
wance me t other three, and bring me home, provided 
you will let him ſneak into your Lift for a cool © houſand. 
You know it's a Debt of Honour in me, and will caſt you 


_ Yours in haſte, 


Gran. And his Motives irrefiſtible. 
Sir G:/b. Nay, I have them from all Nations, here's 
one now from an 1:4 Relation of my own. = 
Fran. O! pray let's ſee. 

Sir Gab, There, 
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[Frankly reads. 
Loving Couſin, and my dear Life, 

There is only my Brother Patrick, and tat is two of us : 
And becauſe we would have a graate Reſpef for our Re- 
lations, e are come poſbt Tipperary, with a low- 
ing Defign to put 2 Families upon one anoder. 
And though we have no Acquaintance with your braawe 
Daughters, we ſaw them yeſterday at the Cathedral- 
Church, and find they vil ſharawe us vel enough. And 
to fbew our ſhincere Affectiont, wwe wil taake them 
widout never a Peny of Money; only as a ſmaal Token 
Side, wwe deſeer the Faawour of 

ws each Ten Thouſand in dis faame new Subſcrip- 
tion : Tt a Re KS our Cloaths and 
Bills of Exchange were forgot, prider be ſo graateful 
as to ſend us two Score Pounds, to put us into ſome Wore 
| <a mean time. &o &is wuas all from, my dear 

Life, Your humble Sarvant, 

And loving Relation, 
Fran. A very modeſt Epiſtle, ! 

Sir Gilb. O! here's my Lit———now Mr. Granger 
we'll ſee what we can do for you———hold! here 
3 Bufineſs here, I am ſure— 
here! here's Dr. Bull nbear One Thou- 
Gnd——why ay I was forced to put him down 

to get rid of him. The Man has no Conſcience: 
Don't I know he is in every Court-Liſt under a ſham 
Name Indeed, Domine Doctor, you can't be 
here. [$-- arch him out... 

Then here's another Favourite of my 1 
Signior Cponi da Capo [Two Thouſa 
Wha: ! . get as much for a Song, does 
he think to have it for 8 huh i huh? 

ng our Money into 
Popiſh Coanrries. [Blots him out. 

Fran. Rightly confider'd, Sir. 

Sir Gib. Let's fee, who's next Sir James Ba- 
ter Knight, One Thouſand. 

Gren. Who' he, Sir? 

Sir Gil}. O! a very ingenious Perſon, he's well 

known at Court, he muſt ſtand; beſides, 8 
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body but himſelf ; let thoſe — £poa bs, 

mall ride in no Troop of mine, Odſheartlikins ! 

[ Blots him, 
Gran. How he damns them with a Daſh, like a pro- 


Triumvir.? 


Sir Gib. Let's fee, I would feign have another for 
— here! William Penkethman One Thou- 

Hah! a very pretty Fellow truly ; what! give 
a Thouſand Pounds to a Player why it's enough 
to turn his Brain ; we ſhall have him grow proud, and 
9 upon it: No, no, keep him poor, and 

his Buſineſs; if the Puppy leaves off play- 
mae Fool, he's make No, no, I won't hurt the 
Stage, my Wife loves Plays ; and whenever ſhe's there, 
129 hours Quiet at home [ Blots, &c.] 
Let's ſee; one, three, four, five, ay, juſt Frankley's 
Sum here's Five Thouſand for you, Mr. Granger, 


with a wet F 
Gran. Sir, T hall ever be in your Debe. 
Sir G:/b. Pooh! you owe me nothing. 
Fran. You havethe Happineſs of this Life, Sir Ci, 
Gert, the Power of obliging all about you. 
Sir G:lb. O! Mr. Frankley ! Money won't do every 
thing, I am uneaſy at home for all this. 
18 Is that poſſible, Sir, while you have ſo ſine a 
Lady? 
Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, you are her Favourite, and have 
enough to underſtand her; but——ſhe is 
too wile, 2 han 4 
Fran. O! Sir, Learning's a fine Accompliſhment in 
a ſine Lady. 4 
Sir Gill, Ay, it's no matter for that, ſhe's a great 
Plague to me: * her Uncle was. 
a 
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mighty good Man ; ; ſhe lived along with him ; I took 
— 


ord: twas he made her a Scholar; I 
thought her a Miracle Before I had her I us'd to 


go and hear her talk Latin with him an Hour together ; 
and there I—I—I play'd the Fool———1 was wrong, 
I was wrong-—1 ſhould not have marry'd again 
and yet I was ſo fond of her Parts, I begg'd-him to 
ive my eldeſt Daughter the ſame fine Education; and 
he did but to tell you the truth, I believe both 
tir Head we un _ i 
Gran. A Huſband, Sir, would 
Daughter right, I warrant you. FEW 
Sir Gilb. He muft come out of the Clouds then; for 
the thinks no mortal Man can deſerve her: what think 
u, Mr. Frankly, you had ſoon enough of her ? | 
. Hem I think ſtill, ſhe may deſerve any mortal Man, 
Gran. I can't boaſt of my Merit, Sir Gilbert; but I 
. 


Sir Gib. Will you dine with me? 

Fran. Sir, you ſhall not aſk me twice. 

Sir G:/b. And you, Mr. Frankley ? 

Fran. Thank you, Sir, I have had the Honour of 
my Lady's Invitation before I came out. 

Sir Gi/t. O! then pray don't fail; for when you are 
there, ſhe's always in Humour. 

Grar. I hope, Sir, we ſhall have the Happineſs of 
the young Lady's Company too. 
* G:b. Ay, ay——after Dinner I'll talk with 


* 3 Net forgetting your fair Favourite, Charlotte, 
wn 
| Sir GilB. Look you, Mr. Frankl:y, I underſtand 

you; you have a mind to my Daughter Charlotte; and 
I have often told you, I have no Exceptions to you: 
and therefore you may well wonder why I yet ſcruple 
my Conſent. | 

Fran. You have a Right to refuſe it, no doubt, Sir; 
but, I h you can's blame me for aſking it. 

Sir Gil. In troth I don't; and I wiſh you had it 
with all my Heart: dy 
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ſure in this Life : For though by this glorious State of 
our Stocks, I have rais'd my poor fingle Plumb to a 
Pome2ranate ; yet, if they had not riſen quite ſo high, 
you and I, Mr. Frankly, might poſſibly have been both 


we are 
ran. How ſo, Sir? 

Sir G:i/b. Why at the Price it now is, I am under 
Contract to give one of the greateſt Coxcombs upon 
c 
Gran. Hey day! What is Marriage a Bubble too ? 

[4 
Sir Gill. — te os 
A You know young Mit- 


ws. I could have gueſs'd your Coxcomb, Sir ; 
. but, I hope, he has not yet named the Lady. 

Sir Gilb. Not directly: but I gueſs his Inclinations ; 
and expect, every hour, to have him make his Call 
upon my Content, according to Form. 
Fran. Is this 
Gran. Sir, if be fhould happen to name 8 
will you give me leave to drub him — 4 
tract? 

Sir Gilb. By no means: Credit's a nice Point; and 
People won't ſuppoſe that would be done without my 
Connivance : befide, I believe Sophronia's in no dan- 
ger. But becauſe one can be ſure of nothing, Gen- 
tlemen, I demand both of your Words of Honour, 
that, for my fake, you will neither of you uie any acts 
of Hoſtility. 

Fran. Sir, In this Caſe you have a Right to com- 
mand us. 
Sir Gilb. Your Hands upon't. 

Both. And our Wo'ds of Honour. 

Sir Gi/!.. I am ſatisfyd lf we can find a Way to 
out-wit him——ſo- if not Odſo! here he 
comes: I beg yo r pardon, Gentlemen; but I won't 
be in lu ay. till I cannot help it. Ii m! hum! 


[Ex:t Sir Gilb. 

Gon. & very odd Circumſtance. 
Fran. I am airaid there is zomething in it; and be- 
gin 
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gin to think now, my Friend Mitliag (in his Raillery 
{| yeſterday with Charlotte) knew what he ſaid himſelf, 
'T tho' he did not care whether any body elſe did. 

Gran. Sure! it cannot be real; I always took Mit- 
lins for a Reggar. 

Fran. So he was, or very near it, ſome Months 
ago ; but fince Fortune has been playing her Tricks 
here, ſhe has rewarded his Merit, it ſeems, with about 
an Hundred Thoufand Pounds out of Change-Alley. 

Gran. Nay, then he may be dangerous indeed. 

Fran | long to know the bottom of it. 

Gran. That you can't fail of, for you know he's 

vain and familiar ; and here he comes. | 
Enter Witling. | 

Wit. Hah ! my little Granger! How doſt thou do, 
Child? Where the Devil haſt thou been this Age? 
What's the reaſon you never come among us? Frankley ! 
give me thy little Finger, my Dear. 

Gran. Thou art a very impudent Fellow, Vitling. 

Wit. Ay, it's no matter for that ; thou art a 
one, I am ſure; for thou always make ſt us laugh? 

Fran. Us! who the Devil doft thou mean by Us, 
now ? 

Wit. Why, your pretty Fellows, my dear; your 
Zons Vivants, your Men of Wit and Taſte, Child. 

Gran. I know very few of thoſe ; but I come from 
2 Country, Sir, where half the Nation are juſt ſuch 

Fellows as thou art. 

Wit. Hah ! that muſt be a pleaſant Place indeed 
What doſt thou come from Paradiſe, Child? Ha! 
ha! ha! | 
* Don't you know he's juſt come from France, 
2 | 
Wit. You jeſt! 1 8 

Gran. Why ay — NOW you Witling, yo 
Vanity has brought you into a Fool's Paradi * ON 

Wit. O! you pleaſant Cr! what F it gun par 
Diis, or Paradiſe. Ha! I wiſh i nad been with you; 
I am ſure you would have to nt it Paradiſe tien. 

Gran. Nay, now he's fai. ly in. 

Wit. Tis umpJtub.c to be out ont, Sir, in your 

on Company; 
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Company; wherever you are, its always Paradiſe to. 
me, depend vpon't. Ha! ha! 


with you. | 

Gran. Nay, fince the Rogue has Money, we muſt 
of courſe allow him Wit : But I think he's one of your 
good-natur'd ones ; he docs not only find the Jeſt, but 
the Laugh too. 


Wit. Ay! and to hear thee talk, Child, how is it 


poſſible to want either? Hal ha! 
Fran. Good again! Wellſaid, 7/7:/ing ! Why thou 
art as ſharp to-day | 
Wit. As a Glover's Needle, my Dear, I always 
dart it into your Leather-heads with three Edges : Ha! 
ha! | | 
Gran. Prithee, Fo itling, does 2 thy Aſſurance 
ſometimes meet with a Repartee, that only lights 
the Outſide of thy Head. IO 
Wit. O! your Servant, Sir: What! now your 
Fire's gone, you would knock me down with the But- 
end, would you? Ha! it's very well, Sir; I ha' done: 
I fee it's a Folly to draw Bills upon a Man that has no 
Gran. And to do it upon a Man, that has no Caſh of 
thine in his hands, is the Impudence of a Bankrupt. 
Wit. Pſhah! a mere Flaſh in the Pan — Well! 
well! it's all over ———Come, come, a Truce, a 
Truce ! I ha done; I beg pardon. | 
Gran. Why, thou vain Rogue! thy Good-nature 
has more Impudence than thy Wit : Doſt thou ſuppoſe 
1 can — any thing ill of thee? 
Wit. Pſhah! fy 1 What doſt thou talk, Man; Why 
I know thou canſt not live withovt me: Doſt tiiak I 
don't know how to make Allowances ? Tho), if I have 
too much Wit, and thou haft too little, how the Devil 
can either of us help it, you know? Ha! ha! 


Fran. Ha! ha! honeſt Ir ;tling is not to be put out 


of humour, I ſee. 
Gran. No, Faith, nor out of countenance—— 
it. Not I, Faith, my Friend; and a Man of Turn 
may ſay any thing to me Not but I ſee, by his 
ur, ſomething is gone wrong -I hold fix to 


four 


Fran. Faith, Granger, there I think he came up. 
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four now, thou haſt been crabb'd at Paris in the M/ 
fees. 3 

Gran. Not I, Faith, Sir; I would no more put my 
Money into the Stocks there, than my Legs into the 
Stocks here : There's no getting home again, when you 
have a mind to it. 

Wit. Hah! very good! but prithee tell us: What 
. = Duinguinpois as pleaſant as our Changc-Alley 

re 
_ ow Much 17 ſame Comedy, Sir: where poor 

iſe Men are Spectators, and laugh to ſee Fools 
make their Fortune. 

Wit. A. but there we differ, Sir; for there are 
Men of Wit too, that have made their Fortunes among 
us, to my Knowledge. 5 

Gran. Very likely, Sir ; when Fools are fluſh of 
Money, Men of Wit won't be long without it: I hear 
you have bcen fortunate, Sir. b | 

Wit. Humh ! I-gad, I don't know whether he calls 
me a Wit or a Fool. 

Gran. Ofy! every body knows you have a great 


deal of Money, 
— And I don't know any Man pretends to more 
It. | 
Mit. Nay, that's true too: But——]I-gad I be- 
heve he has me. 


Gran. But, prithee, Witling, how came a Man of 
thy Parts ever to think of raiſing thy Fortune in 
Cbange-Alley? How didſt thou make all this Money 
thou art maſter of ? 

Mit. Why, as other Men of Wit and Parts often 
do; by having little or nothing to loſe ; I rais'd my 
Fortune, Sir, as Milo lifted the Bull, by ſticking to it 
every day, when it was but a Calf. I ſous' d them 
with Premiums, Child, and laid them on thick when 
the Stock was low; and did it all from a Braſs Nail, 
Boy. In ſhort, by being dirty once a day for a few 
Months, taking a lodging at my Broker's, and ri 
at the ſame Hour I uſed to go te bed at this end of the 
Town ; I have at laſt made up my Accounts : and now 
wake every Morning Maſter of Five-and-twenty _ 
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dred a Year, Terra Firma, and Pelf in my Pocket, 
Boy: I have Fun in my Fob beſide, Child. 

Gran. And all this out of Change-4/l:y ? 

Wit. Every Shilling, Sir; all out of Stocks, Putts, 
Bulls, Rams, Bears, and Bubbles. 

Ceran. Theſe Frolicks of Fortune do ſome Juſtice at 
leaſt ; they ſufficiently mortify the Proud and Envious. 
that have not been the better for them. 

Fran. O! I know ſome are ready to burſt even at the 
Good Fortune of their own Relations. 

Wit. I-gad, and ſo do I; there's that ſurly Put, my 
Uncle the Counſellor, won't pull off his Hat to me 
now———A poor ſlaving Cur, that is not worth above 
a Thouſand a Year, and minds nothing but his Buſi- 
neſs 

Fran. And fo is out of humour with you, becauſe 

ou have done that in a Twelvemonth, that he has 
drudging for theſe twenty Years ? 
| Wit. But I intend to ſend him word, if he does not 
mend his Mariners, now I ſhall diſinherit him. 

Gran. What are we to think of this, Frani/cy ? Is 
_ really in her Wits, or is the World out of 

Fran. Much as it uſed to be; ſhe has only found a 
new Channel for her Tides of Favour. 

Wit. Prithee why doſt not come into the Alley, and 
ſee us ſcramble for them? If you have a mind to phi- 
loſophize, there——there's Work for your Specula- 
tions! I-gad! I never go there, but it pats me in mind 
of the Poetical Regions of Death, where all Mankind 
are upon a level: There you'll ſee a Duke dangling af- 
ter a Director; here a Peer and a Prentice haggling for 
an Eighth ; there a Jew and a Parſon making up Dif- 

; here! a young Woman of Quality buying 
Bears of a Quaker ; and there an old one ſelling Refu- 
fals to a Lieutenant of Grenadiers. 

Fran. What a Medley of Mortals has he jumbled 

? | 

Wit. O! there's no ſuch Fun in the Univerſe! 
I- gad! there's no getting away: Periſh me! if I have 
had time to ſee my Miſtreſs, but of a Sunday, theſe 


Gran, 
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Gran. Thy Miſtreſs! What doſt thou mean? Thou 
ſpeak ſt as if thou hadſt but one. 

Wit. Why no more I have not, that I care a Far- 
thing for: I may, perhaps, have a Stable of Scrubs, 
to mount my Footmen when I rattle into Town, or ſo; 
but this is a choice Pad, Child, that I deſign for my 

Fran. Prithee, who is ſhe? 

Wit. I'll ſhew you, my Dear I think I have 
her here in my Pocket. | 

Gran. What doſt thou mean ? 

Wit. Look you, I know you are my Friends; and 
therefore, ſince I am ſure it's in nobody's power to 
hurt me, I'll venture to truſt you There! that's 
Whoo, Child. [Shews a Paper. 

| [ Reads. 


To Sir Cr Wrangl : 

Sir, according to your Contract of the 11th of Feb- 
ruary lat, I now make my Election of your younger 
Daughter, Mrs. Charlotte Wrangle ; and do hercby de- 
mand your Conſent, to be forthwith join'd to the ſaid 
Charlotte in the ſober State of Matrimony, Witneſs my 

Fran, What a merry World do we live in ? 

Gran. This indeed 1s extraordinary. 

Wit. I think ſo: I'll aſſure you, Gentlemen, I 
take this to be the Coup de Maitre of the whole Alley : 
This is a Call now, that none of your thick-ſkull'd 
Calculators could ever have thought on. 

Gran. Well, Sir, and does this Contract ſecure the 
Lady's Fortune to you too ? | 
Mit. O] Pox! I knew that was all Rug before: He 
had ſettled Three Thouſand a-piece upon them in the 
South-Sea, when it was only about Par, provided they 
married with his Conſent, which by this Contract you 
know I have a right to——So there's another Thirty 
Thouſand dead, my Dear. 

Fran. But pray, Sir, has not the Lady herſelf a 
Right of Refuſal, as well as you, all this While? 

Wit. A Right! ay, who doubts it ? Every Woman 
has a Right to be a Fool, if ſhe has a mind to it, that's 
certain: But Charlette happens to be a Girl of Taſte, 


my 


22 TheREFUSAL; or, 


my Dear; ſhe is none of thoſe Fools, that will Rand 
in her own light, I can tell you. 

Fran. Well, but do you expect ſhe ſhould blindly 
Conſent to your Bargain? 

Wit. Blindly! No, Child: But doſt thou imagine 
any Citizen's Daughter can refuſe a Man of my Figure 
and Fortune, with her Eyes open ? 

Gran. Impudent Rogue! [AFfde- 

Fran. Nay, I grant your Security's good, Sir : But, 
I mean, you have ftill left her Conſent at large in the 
Writing ? | 

Wit. Her Conſent! didſt thou think I minded that, 
Man? I knew, if the Stock did but whip up, I ſhould 
make no more of her, than a poach'd Egg But to 
let you into the Secret, my Dear, I am ſecure of that 
already; for the Slut's in love with me, and docs not 
know it: Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. How came you to know it then? 

Wit. By her ridiculous pretending to hate me, Child : 
for we never meet, but tis a mortal War; and never 
part, till one of us is rallied to death: Ha! ha! : 

Fran. Nay, then it muſt be a Match; for I ſee you 
are reſolved to take no Anſwer. | 

Wit. Not I, Faith! I know her Play too well for 
that ! In ſhort, I am this very Evening to attack her in 
form; and to ſhew you I am a Man of Skill, I intend | 
to make my firſt Breach from a Battery of Italian Mu- 
fick, in which I deſign to ſing my own Je- Pa an, and 
enter the Town in Triumph. 

Fran. You are not going to her now ? 

Mit. No, no, I muſt firſt go and give the Governor 
my Summons here : I muſt Fng out Sir Gilbert; he's 
hereabouts: 1 long to make him growl a little; tor 1 
know he'll fire, when he reads it, as if it were a Scire 
Facias againſt the Company's Charter. Ha! ha! 

[Exit Wit. 

Fran. When all's ſaid, this Fellow ſeems to feel his 
Fortune morethan moſt of the Fools that have been latc- 
ly taken into her Favour. 

Gray. Pox on him! I had rather have his Conſtitu- 
tion, than his Money: Prithee let's follow, and fee how 
the old Gentleman receives him, 


Fran, 
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Fran. No excuſe me; 1 .an't reſt till I ſee Char- 

lotte——You know my Affairs now require Attendance. 

Gran. That's true; I beg you take no notice to So- 

Pbronia of my being in Town: I have my Reaſons for 
it. 


Fran. Very well ; we ſhall meet at Dinner 
Adieu. | [Exeunt ſeverally. 


„ 
The SCENE, Sir Gilbert's Houſe. 
Sophronia and Charlotte. 


A! ha! ha! | | 
Soph. Dear Siſter! don't be ſo boiſterous 
in your Mirth: You really overpower me ! So much 
vociferation 1s inſu e. 
Char. Well! well! I beg your Pardon Zut you 
know Laughing is the wholeſomeſt thing in the World; 
and when one has a hearty Occaſion 
Soph. To be vulgar—you are reſolv'd to appear ſo. 
Char. O! I cannot help it, I love it dearly ; and 
pray where's the harm of it? | 
Soph. Look you, Siſter, J grant you, that Riſibility is 
only given to the Anima] Rational. ; but you really in- 
— as if you could give no other Proof of your 


Char. And if I were to come into your Senti 
dear Siſter, I am afraid the World would think I were 
of no Species at all, | Su 

Soph. The World, Siſter, is a Generation of Igno- 
rants: And for my part, I am reſolv'd to do what in me 
lies to put an end to Poſterity. | 

Char. Why you don't deſpair of a Man, I hope. 

Soph. No; but I will have all Mankind deſpair of me. 

Char. You'll poſitively die a Maid ? 

$-ph. You, perhaps, may think that dying a Martyr ; 
but I ſhall not die a Brute, depend upon't. 
Char. Nay I don't think you'll die either, if you can 


an. 
Soph. What do you mean, Madam ? 
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Char. Only, Madam, that you are a Woman, and 
happen ro change your Mind : that's all. | 
Soph. A Woman! that's ſo like your ordinary way of 
thinking; as if Souls had any Sexes —No—when I die, 
Madam, I ſhall endeavour to leave ſuch Sentiments be- 
hind me, that ( on omnis moriar) the World will be 
convinc'd my purer Part had no Sex at all. 

Char. Why, truly, it will be hard to imagine, that 
any one of our Sex could make ſuch a Reſolution : tho? 
I hope we are not bound to keep all we make neither. 

Soph. You'll find, Madam, that an elevated Soul may 


be always maſter of it's periſhable Part. 
Char. But, dear Madam, do you fi our Souls 
are cramm'd into our Bodies merely to ſpoil ſport, that 


a virtuous Woman is only ſent hither of a Fool's Er- 


rand? What's the uſe of our coming into the World, if 


n - 4 

Soph. If our Species can be only ſupported by thoſe 
groſs Mixtures, of which Cookmaids and Footmen are 
capable, People of Rank and Erudition ought certainly 
to deteſt them. O! what pity tis the Divine Secret 
ſhould be loft! I have ſomewhere read of an ancient 


Naturaliſt, whoſe laborious Studies had diſcoverd a 


more innocent way of Propagation ; but, it ſeems, his 
Tablets unfortunately falling into his Wife's Hands, the 
groſs Creature threw them into the Fire. 

Char. Indeed, my dear Sifter, if you talk thus in 
Company, People will take you for a Mad-woman. 
Soph. I ſhall be even with them, and think thoſe mad, 
that differ from my Opinion. 

Char. But I rather hope the World will be ſo charita- 

ble, as to think this is not your real Opinion. 
* Soph. I ſhall wonder at nothing that's ſaid or though 
by People of your ſullied Imagination. 


Char. Sallied! I would have you to know, Madam, 


I think of nothing but what's decent and natural. 

| Soph. Don't be too poſitive, Nature has its Indecen- 
cies. | 
Char. That may be ; but I don't think of them. 


Soph. No! Did not you own to me juſt now, you 


were determin'd to marry ? 
Char. Well! and where's the Crime, pray ? 


15. 


: 
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Soph. What! You want me to explain? But I ſhall 
not defile my Imagination with ſuch groſs Ideas. 

_ Char. But, dear Madam, if Marriage were ſuch an 
abominable Buſineſs, how comes it that the World al- 
lows it to be honourable? And I hope you won't ex- 
pet me to be wiſer than any of my Anceſtors, by 
thinking the contrary ; 

Soph. No; but if you will read Hiftory, Siſter, you 
will find, than the SubjeQs of the greateſt Empire upon 
Earth were only propagated from violated Chaſtity : 

The Sabine Ladies were Wives, tis true, but glorious, 
raviſh'd, Wives. Vanquiſſid they were indeed, but 
they ſurrender'd not: They ſcream'd, and cry'd, and 
tore, and as far as their weak Limbs would give them 
leave, reſiſted, and abhorr'd the odious Jo 
| Char. And yet, for all that Niceneſs, they 
a chopping Race of Rakes, that bully'd the whole 
World about them. . * 
were naturally prolifick, their Reſiſtance proved — 
were not Slaves to Appetite. 

Char. Ah! Siſter! if the Romans had not been ſo 
ſharp ſet, the glorious Reſiſtance of thoſe fine Ladies 
might have been all turn'd into Coquetry. 

Soph. There's the Secret, Siſter; had our modern Dames 
but the true Sabine Spirit of Diſdam, Mankind might 
be again reduced to thoſe old Roman Extremities ; and 
our ſhameleſs Brides would not then be ed, but dragg'd 
to the Altar; their Shi not call'd a Marriage, but 
a Sacrifice: And the conquer'd Beauty, not the bridal 
Virgin, but the Victim. 

Char. O ridiculous! And ſo you would have no Wo- 
— that were not firſt raviſh'd, according to 
Law ? | | 

Seb. I would have Mankind owe their Conqueſt of 
us rather to the Weakneſs of our Limbs than of our 
Souls. And if defenceleſs Women muſt be Mothers, 
the Brutality at leaft ſhould lie all at their door. 

- Char. Have a care of this Over-Nicenefs, dear Siſter, 
leſt ſome a le young Fellow ſhould ſeduce you to 
the Confuſion of parting with it. You'd make a moſt 
rueful Figure in Love! 
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Soph. Siſter, you make me ſl.udder at your Freedom 
J in love I admit a Man! What! become the volunts- 
ry, the lawful Otzet of a corporeal Senſuality ! Like 


ee by chuſe myſelf a Tyrant! a Deſpoiler ! a Huſ- 


Ugh! 
Char. I am afraid, by this Diſorder of your 
dear Siſter, you have got EG 
don't know how to get rid of. 
Soph. I have, indeed ; but it's only the Male-Crea- 
ture that a have © mind ws. 
Char. y, that's poſſible too ; for I have often ob- 


ra do Frankley's being particular to 


"ad. r 
know he impoſes upon you. 

Char. You know it ? 
— I know his Heart, and that another is Miſtreſs 
OT it. 

her, but that knowledge will 

S Anot one to my 
gh. Another, ö all 
in my power you may be aſſur d of. 

Chai. Surprizingly kind indeed ! 

Soph. hefyer now was I have a great deal in my 
Inclination—— 

Char. For me? or him, dear Siſter ? 

Soph. Nay, now you won't ſuffer me to oblige you 
I tell you, I hate the rn 
word, would give him away. 

Char. What ! before you have him ? 

Soph. This affefted Ignorance is ſo vain, dear Siſter, 
that I now think it high time to explain to you. 

_ Cher. Then we ſhall underſtand one another. 

Soph. You don't know, perhaps, that Mr. Frankley is 
paſſionately in love with me? 

Char. I know, upon his treating with my Father, his 
Lawyer once made you ſome Offers. 

Soph. Why then go ry know too, that upon my 
1 fell immediately into a violent 


Ghar. I did not hear of its Violence. 


Soph. So violent, that he has never fince dar'd to o- 


yu 
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te 


Siſter, 
_ 
Men — 
ſurprize me; 
ee 
we 


. Therefore, 
; by what 
—S — 
But is there « Necediry, my ee 
! 
hah! 


| Ende 2 
re cpa 
"Char. No hand? Lo K 

oo Oh ie of are _—_ co 

you th uma — = 

P © Rec = Saks av open 
Lucubrations. deceive myſelf: h! hah 

1 


+ 
5 


5 


1 5 


Et. 
J 


bah! 
Char. Or certainly 
Fr One of us 
Char . convinc 
ESERE 0 
EA Io . bah! 
— olle on which 
leave laugh — 
in 
* 


Soph. 

01 all means, fr hah 

Both. 

Hah! hah ! ak ! 

* 5 „ee hab! 
* a | 

1 


his or w 

Soph. Nothing indeed, Mata, i ber: to 
nothing; 2 Man, it Yeems. Hah! hah 
% 2 A 

FE L. Wr. — 

- 2 0 0 
. 
y t ung 
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L. Vr. Your Siſter's! What ? How ? Who is it you 
are laughing at? 
Char. Only one another, Madam ; but perhaps your 
Ladyſhip laugh at us both ; for, it ſeems, 
my Siſter and both inſiſt, that Mr. Frankley is is po- 
fitively in love but with one of us. 
I. V. Who, Child ? 
" Soph. Mr. Frankley, Madam. 
L. Vr. Mr. Frankley in love with one of you! 
Soph. Ay. Madam; but it ſeems we both take him 


I. Vr. Then Charlotte was in the right in one Point. 

Soph. In what, dear Madam ? 

*. er = 
2 m leave 
to laugh at you both—Hah ! hah? he 

Char. So! this is rare Sport. { Afide. 

L. Vr. But pray, Ladies, how long has the Chimera 
of this Geutleman's Paſſion for you been in either of 
your Heads ? 

Soph. Nay, Madam, not that I value the Conqueſt, 
but your Ladyſhip knows he once treated with my Fa- 
ther upon my Account. 

L. Vr. I know he made that his Pretence to get ac- 
in the Family. 


to 


walks by, andreas Butt av youto urge, ſweet 


Lady? How came 3 wo your. Head, - 


pray ? 
Char. 


Really, Madam, I can't well fay how he got 


, but there he js, that's certain: What will be able 


him out Heaven knows. 


Wer. Ont Fu an your them: think no more 
of him than he thinks of you, hana goal 


Cure. Hah! hah! hab! 
Char. I ſhall follow your 


| Madam, 


ww {am cate ten fe ed an. NY 
L. Vr. Then judge of that) when I aſſure you, that 


Sogh, 


his Heart is utterly and folly {given up 6 me. 


7 
Farne 


ers re 


Freren 


* 
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_ Soph. Well! I did not think my Lady had been ca- 
pable of ſo much Weakneſs. (Afde. 
Char. How! to you, Madam? How is that poſſi- 
ble, unleſs he makes you diſhonourable Offers ? 
L. Vr. There's no occaſion to ſuppoſe that neither ; 
there are Paſſions you have no Notion of: He knows 


my Virtue is impregnable; but that———preſerves 
7 A 


Char. Nay, this does puzzle me indeed, Madam. 
_ Soph. If you had ever read Plato, Siſter, you might 
have known, that Paſſions of the greateſt Dignity have 
r \ 
| FL. Ir. Sopbronia, give me leave to judge of that; 
perhaps I don't infiſt 1 
ö . - 
ther: The Manfion of the Soul may have its AttraQti- 


your Ladyſhip and that tis impoſſible your 
Virtue can make any uſe of him in 5 
\ ſhall I beg your good Word to my Father, only to 
| make me Miſtreſs of his mortal Part ? | 
L. V. Heavens! what will this World come to? 
Dr 
| and yet is impatient for a Hu ? No, you 
. Marito. Vour Educa- 


tion is not yet finiſn d; firſt cultivate your Mind, cor- 
rect and mortify theie Sallies of your Blood; learn of 
your Siſter here, to live a bright Example of your Sex ; 
refine your Soul, give your happier Hours up to 
| Science, Arts, and Letters ; enjoy the Raptures of Phi- 

loſophy, ſubdue your Paſſions, and renounce the ſen - 
ſual Commerce of Mankind. | 

Char. O ! dear Madam, I ſhould make a piteous Phi- 
loſopher ; indeed your Ladyſhip had much better put 


me out to the Buſineſs I am fit for: Here's my Siſter 


has Learnin g enough o Conſcience for any one Family: 

| and, of the two, I had much rather follow your Lady- 

thip's Example, and uſe my humble endeavours to en- 
. 7 « 


it. | - 
L. #r. My 1 you ſuppoſe * 
* * 


. 


w TeREFUSAL;o, 
had been capable of groſs Deſires, I would have choſen 
* of them ? 
1 bs . 
twice s 
en thous and leads up a Country-Dance as briſk 
as a Beau at a Ball. 


_— Come, none of your ſenſual 1 


Char. Prodigious ! | ( Afide. 

L. . What ist you ſmile at, ant 

Char. Nothing, - - - Joy SS don't underſtand 
re 
in 7 - 
1 I'll take my Chance for it. 
Wr. What a Confidence! But thou art 


vain, Chardette, to be ſo importunate for a | 


Man, that, as I have told thee, has the Misfortune to 
be in love with me. 

. Indeed, indeed, Madam, if your — * 
| would but give him leave to open his Mind freely, he 
would certainly tell you another Story. 
I. Fr. COS eG Ann, ad ces- 
vince you of your Error. 

Enter a Servant. 
Ser. Madam, Mr. Frankley. 


L. Vr. He never came more opportunely : Deſire 
him to walk in. 
Enter My. F 


rankley. 
L. Vr. O! Mr. Frankley, the welcomeſt Man alive. 
LW; 8955 th 2 | 
2 is there one 
44 * 5 
2 


Fran. There's ne in the 


Company, Madam, 
great deal more i in her cad than I'm afraid ſhe'll 
part with to me. | 
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Soph. Are you this hard . 
Bae -hearted Lady, Siſter? Does 


pray ? FAA. 
FS. wh The Power — not A ſcribe you, TI er 
Sy | 


L. V. Nay, grow particular V = 
r. Nay, now you grow ou ha 
ſomething to ſay to one of theſe Ladies, I am ſure. 
| [To Frankley. 
_ I have ſomething, Madam, to ſay to both of 
$2ph. Shall we let him ſpeak, Siſter ? 

Char. Freely. 

IL. Vr. Which of theſe two now, if you were free to 
chuſe, could you really give up your Heart to? 

Fran. O]! Madam, as to that I dare only ſay, as 
Sir 7ohn Suckling did upon the ſame Occaſion. 

Soph. Pray, what was that ? 

Fran. He ſure is happift that has Hopes of either : 

| Next him, is He, that ſecs you both together. 

L. Vr. PerfeQly fine: Nor is there more Wit in the 
Verſes themſelves, than in your polite Application ot 
them—Mr. Frankley, I muſt beg your pardon ——— 
I know it's rude to whiſper, but you have Good-nature ;. 
and to oblige a Woman | 

Fran. Is the Buſineſs of my Life, Madam —— What 
the Devil can all this mean? I have been odly cate- 
chiz'd here ure they have not all agreed to bring 


me to a Declaration for one of them ——— it looks 2 


little like it————But then, how comes Charlotte into 
ſo vain a Project? nay, ſo hazardous? She can't but 
know, my holding the other two in play has been the 
only means of my getting Admittance to her——per- 
haps they may have piqued her into this iment— 
not unlikely but I muſt be cautious.  ({ Afide. 

L. Fr. Nay, Ladies, you can't but ſay I laid you 
fairly in his way : (Apart to Soph. and Char.) And yet 
you ſee from how palpable a Regard to me, he has in- 
geniouſly avoided a Declaration for either of you, at leaſt. 

Soph. Your Ladyſhip won't be offended, if, for a mo- 
ment, we ſhould ſuſpend your Concluſion. 

L. Vr. Not in the leaſt; if Suſpence can make you 
happy, live always in it. 
Char, But pray, Madam, let him go on a little. 

By L. Vr. 
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L. V. Oh! ſhall have enough of him. Well, 
you are a id Tyrant, Mr. Frankley: Don't you 
inly ſee, here are two Ladies in this Company, that 
2 you ſhould declare in favour of one of 
Fan. Yes, Madam, but I plainly ſee, there 
three Ladies in the Company. — 
L. What then? | 
Fran. Why then, Madam, I am more afraid of of- 
1 of the other two. 
7. (to . and .) Obſerve his Diffidence, 
his Awe, he knows I love Reſpect. | 
Soph. With Submiſhon, Madam, I never was fami- 
8 do you both Queſtion 
4 7. , Now | aſk the ſti 
F g 
Char. Your Lady ſhip's in the right. — Aide. 
FE 
it be my 1 or my you really are in 
love with? p F d 5 | 
Fran. So now it's plain. { Afide ) When either of them 
aſk me, you'll be out of the Queſtion, I can aſſure 
you, Madam, 
Soph. Who's in the Queſtion now, Siſter? 
Cher. If I had put myſelf in, you would not have 


JH «ad ©" 


been there, 131 anſwer for him. ff ae» 
Soph, Then Jil do vou thee - 8 
F.— © ... . avour, Madam. 


41442, 00, NOW the t'other —but I am ready 
for her too. | ; 
Soph. You fee, Sir, the Humour we are in: Tho' 
don't ſuppoſe, if I aſk you the ſame Queſtion, 'ns 
from the ſame Motive; but fince theſe Ladies have o- 
blig'd me to it Which of them is it you ſincerely are a 
Slave to? | 
Fran. Since I find your Motive is only Complaiſance 
to them, Madam, I hope you will not think it needs 


Your Ladyſhip was pleas'd to mention Reſpect—1 
Reſpect and 


my "YO 


1 
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L. Vr. I grant it but both to me, Child 
But I will ſpeak once more for all of us Sir, that 
you may not be reduc'd to farther Ambiguiti 
ſuppoſe we are all agreed, you ſhould have leave to de- 
—_— then your Heart is utterly in the Diſ- 

Fran. Then I muſt ſuppoſe, Madam, that one of 
you has a mind I ſhould make the other two my E- 


nemies. 


L. Vr. All your Friends, depend upon us. 
Fran. So were all the three Goddeſſes to Paris, Ma- 


dam, till he preſum'd to be particular, and raſhly 
1 gave the Apple to Venus: Von know, Madam, Pune 


was his immortal Enemy ever after. 

Manet alta mente repoj!;:n | 
Judicium Paridis, ſpretægue [,jnria Forme. 

L. Vr. Sir, you are — ; the Modeſty and Ele- 


| gance of your Reply has charm'd me. 


Soph. Now, Siſter, was this Delicacy of his Taſte 
and ing ſhewn to recommend himſelf to me, or 
you, think you ? | 

Char. O! 1 don't diſpute its recommending him to 


you. 

So9pb. He thinks it does, depend upon't. 
| . Thoagh I can hardly think that of him, yer: 
T can't ſay indeed he has taken much Pains to recom- 
mend himſelf to me all this while: I ſce no reaton, be- 
cauſe they are to be reſpected forſooth, that I inay not 


be plexc'd in my turn too. (To berſeif; 


Fran. And now, Ladies, give me leave to aſk you a 
L. Vr. You may command us, Sir. 
Fran. Then whoſe cruel Propoſal was it to urge me 


to a Declaration of my Heart, when you all knew 


there was not one of you, from the Diſpoſition of whoſe 


| Mind or Circumſtances, I could hope the leaſt Favour 


| o 
Virtuegive it And here (To Soph.) it poſſible, my 
| B 4. Fate 
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Fate were harder ſtill here I muft — 
ter Rivals numberleſs and invincible. 
Soph. Rivals! 19 
Fran. Ay, , Madam, 1 is not every Volume in your 
Library a ? Do you not mo whole Days, nay 
ſometimes happier Nights, with them alone ? The Liv- 
ing and the Dead promiſcuous in your Favour ? Old ve- 
nerable Sages, even intheir Graves, can give you Rap- 
tures, from whoſe Divine Enjoyment no mortal Lover 

* De this to pleaſe Siſter 
Soph. (to ) Is this to you, ? 

ar. Truly I think not——he has miſtaken the 
way at leaſt. 

Fran. (Turning to Char.) And here, Madam— 

L. Vr. Hold, Sir aK Truce with your Negs- 
tives, — 1 —— covy y 
vou have my Efteem——-preſerve it by 
your Diſcretion, and force me not to revoke the Free- 
dom I have this Day given you—— Sophronia, I have 
carried this Matter to the very utmoſt Limits of Diſ- 
. hope you, and your Siſter, are now de- 

er d from your Error; if not, I'll inſtantly with- 

— and leave you to a full Conviction. 

(Exit Lach Wrangle. 
Fran. | am afra;d my Lady takes fomerhing ll of e 
Soph. Sir, what you have done was from her own 

Deſire; and ſince 1 partly am the Occafion, it is but 

juſt 1 ſtand engag d for your 

Dan. Then give me leave to hope, Madam 
Soph. From what Pretenſion, Sir? From any Weak- 

neſs of my Behaviour? Hope! do you conſider the li- 

centious and extenfive Conſequences of that odious 

Word? Hope! you make me tremble at the Thought. 
Fran. Madam, I only mean 
Seph. I know your Meaning, Sir; ; ang therefore muſt 

— with Aldi. 
Fran. is new a vengeance. 

Soph. Siſter, I am ſorry our Argument has reduced 
me to ſtand ſo outrageous an Inſtance of y our Convicti- 
on; S hacer nar 

learn to moderate your Vanity, and to know 1 


00 


„ 
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0! "tis a Heavenly Leſſon— E Cælo diſcendit, Gnothi 


"> What a ſolid happineſs oo 
ran. * is now into 
Mind thro' rr 
not going too, Madam? 

Char. I don't know any Buſineſs I have here. 
, So—I-gad! I have diſoblig'd them all, I be- 
lieve: [Aids] You are not out of Humour? 

Char. I do not know whether I am or no. 

Fran. So cold, Charlotte, after I have had my Wit's 
upon the ſtretch this half hour, to oblige you ? 

Char. Wha, in blowing up other People's Vanity at 

my Expence ? 

"—_ Would you have had me blown up their Jea- 
louſy, fy, at the Expence of my well-being with you 

Char. You that are ſo dextrous in impoſing upon 

others, may impoſe upon we too, for ought I know. 

Fran. Come, come, don't impoſe upon yourſelf, Char- 
latte, by this groundleſs, this childiſh Reſentment. 

Char. 1 at at all, may be un- 
der-treated as long as ſhe lives, I find. 

Fran. Pray think a little ; is my having made them 


_ ridiculous by your own Conſent, cxpoſing you to them, 


or them to you ? 

Char. I do not know how the matter's contriv'd ; but 
I certainly find myſelf uncaſy, and you can't perſuade 
me I am not ſo. 

Fran. Well, well; ſince you can't juſtify your being 
in an ill humour, it's a fair flep at leaſt to your coming 
into a good one. 

Cher. Come, I will not be wheedled now. 

Fran. Nay, but hear me. 


Sophronia enters unſcen, euhile Frankley » Reims to en- 
tertain Charlotte chart. 


Sopb. What can theſe Creatures be doing alone to- 
gether? I thought I left my Siſter in too ill a Humour to 
Tetire with him; but I ſee theſe Carnage Lovers have 
ſuch a Mannes in their Souls, tl:ey'll overlook the 
groſſeſt Uiagæe io accommodate their ſenſual Concorpo- 
ration Tis ſo——ber Eyes have loſt all Reſentment 


2 5 already: 
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already: But I muſt not be ſeen, left they miſtake my 
innocent Curioſity for Jealouſy. 
Char. Well, , 
e Pray what civil thing 
1. one thing 
Mans any Body bur pare Gf? Beſides, was not 
you one of the three Goddeſſes, Miſs Charlotte? Which 
„ 


. Wel! but tell me what was it youhad a mind 
to ſay to me ? 

Fron. Nothing to what I now could ſay--O] Charlotte, 
my Heart grows full of you; the leaſt look of kindneſs 
hk 4 Indeed I love you. 

? 

. And for what, after all ? (Smiling. 
S 
8 (Prop er Sond} There's in your Looks 
ig ber 'd, and plaintive ; I loved be- 
you» — y thought I gave the Pity that 
I wanted. 
(bar. What Tranſport's in the Paſſion, when the 
Tenderneſs is mutual? 

Soph. O! the enormous Creature! But III be gone, 
leſt her Intoxication ſhould know no Bounds No, — 
on ſecond Thoughts I'll fta 
odious Object may be uſeful ; ; Vipers, if (During this, 
rightly taken, are Preſervatives Andas Fr. andChar. 
—_—_— — 28 
bor Intemperance, by ſhewing morous Diſpute 
their Slaves 'd, and ſenſeleſs in till be kiffes 
their Wine; ſo I, in Contemplation of ber. 
this Folly, may be fortified againſt it— 


O! | 


| 


I &@ FF4 Os 


„ 


O ! the abandon d Wantons What a riotous Diſ- 


| order now muſt run thro' every Vein of her whole Sy- 


tem? How can they thus deface the Dignity of human 


Being? A Kiſs, nay then tis inſupportable. (S 
to them.) Sifter, I am amaz'd you can 2 


here, when my Father's come home, ad you thee ts 


wants 
8 


you. 
Char. She has 
Fran. No matter, ſeem eaſy, and 


Granger might miſlead me; yet fill I am diſturb'd— 
3 
not aſſign ? O! ve it 

firſt offer d up his Heart to me, his giving it to another, 


then hall 1 puniſh him ? By 
——Witling ſhall have her; Eu work it by my Lady, 
ſhe ſeems his Friend———Yes, yes, that will i 
eaſe my Heart: How I rejoice to find tis only decent 
Pride hat has diftued'd me——Yes, Fil certainly reſent 


Thus both ſhall ſuffer, deom'd to different Fate: : 
His be Deſpair 3) be ler i the Man foe bates. (Exit 


ACT 
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ACT IE 
Lady Wrangle and Sophronia. 
Lady Vrargle. 


TM 
What! as a Lover, amorouſly ? voluptuouſly ? 
Soph. Infamouſly ! with all the glowing Fervour of a 


I. W. Then I'm deceiv'd indeed! I thought that 
Virtue, Letters, and Phi „ had only Charms for 
him : I have known his Soul all in their Praiſ- 
es; nay, and believ'd myſelf the ſecret Object of them 
all. Burt is he vulgar, brutal then at laſt No Panic 


Faith fo falſe—'Tis well ! he has decerv'd me, and I hate 


him. O that forward Creature 

Soph. She warms as I could wiſh. [Alt. 

L. W. But tell me, dear Sopbronia, how did that nau- 
feous Girl behave to him ? Was the Shame chiefly his ? 
Did ſhe reſiſt, or how was this odious Kiſs obtain'd ? 
Were his Perſuaſions melting, or her Allurements artful ? 
Was he enſnared, or did his Wiles ſeduce her? O! tell 
me all his Baſeneſs! I burn to know, yet wiſh to be de- 
ceiv'd. 

Soth. —— Speratgue Miſerrima fall. Directly 

7 — ut I'll make my Uſes of it. ( Aide) Nay, 

I muſt own the guilty Part was chiefly her's: 

Had you but ſeen the warm Advance: that ſhe made him, 

the Look, the Smiles, the toying Glances, O! ſuch wan- 

ton Blandiſhments to allure him ; you would think his 
Crime, compar'd to her's, but Frailty. 

I. V. Ol the little Sorcereſs ! but I ſhall ſtop her in 
her looſe Career: I'll have her know, forward as ſhe is, 
her Inclinations ſhall wait upon my Choice ; and fince 
ſhe will run riot, I'll have her clogg'd immediately ; 
I'll marry her, Sphronia; but——where I think fit: 
No! Mr. Witling is her Ian, or ſhe's a Maid for 


ever. 
Soph. 


! You amaze me! Kiſs her, ſay you ? 


— 
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Soph. That, Madam, I doubt, ſhe will never be brought 
to; ſhe mortally hates him, 

L. Vr. — bener a I do not deſign him there- 
fore as her Happineſs, but her Puniſhment. 

Soph. This 1s fortunate; ſhe even prevents my Pur- 

L. Vr. O! chat a Man of his ſublime Facultic aid 
fall from ſuch a IT: ever any thing fo 
mean, Sophronia ? 


Soph. I am ſurpriz'd indeed; Siſter too is ſo illite- 
rate, Madam wid 


L. V. To contaminate his Intellects with ſuch a Chit 
of an Animal! O Tempora! 

Soph. O Mores ! Tis a degenerate Age indeed, Madam. 

L. Vr. Nothing but Noiſe and Ignorance; Girls and 
Vanity have their Attractions now. 

A . O! there's no living, Madam, while Coquettes 


openly tolerated _ a civiliz'd P 
OW 


9 Wr.] proteſt they are ©  infolently 
are become mere Nuſances to all innocent Society 
Soph. phamnds > wo Samos. 


f idle Creatures to work. 


L. The Wiſdom of our Anceſtors reftrain'd ſack 


horrid Licences; and, you ſec the Laws they made, 


deſcrib'd them all by the modeſt Term of Spinſters on- 
ly. But! I'll take care of her, at leaſt; and fince ſhe 
is become a publick Miſchief, to humble her will be a 
public Good: I'll ſend to Mr. W:zling this moment, 
and invite him to dine here. I defire you will be in the 
way, Child, and 2{{| me in bringing this Matter to a 
ſpeedy Concluſion. | Exit. 

Soph. Yes, I ſhall aſſiſt you, Madam; tho' not to gra- 
tify your Reſentments, but my own: Poor Lady! is this 
then all the Fruit of your Philoſophy ? Is this Le Con 
duct of the Paſſions, not to endure auother ſhould poſſefs 
what ſhe pretends to ſcorn ? Are theſe ner Self-denials ? 
Where, where was her Self-examination all this while? 
The leaſt Inquiry there had ſhcwn theſe Paſſions as they 
are: Then had ſhe ſeen, that all this Anger at my Siſter 
was bat Envy; thoiz Reproaches on her Lover, Jcalou- 
ſy ; even chat Jealouſy, the Child of Vanity, and her 
avow'd Reſentment, Malice ! Good Heaven: — 
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this Creature, and know it not: And yet tis ſo. 


ſo partial's 1 


That begins, æobere Knowledpe uu d, 
Bed all ear Wikio: counſel'd by the Blood : 
The Faults of others we with Eaſe diſcern, 
Bat our own Frailtics are the I:ft we learn. 


 { Going off ſhe meets Frankley and Charlotte, 


Ha! perpetually together ? 
Char. In Contemplation, Sifler ? I am afraid we di- 
ſturb you: Come Mr. Frankley, we'll go into the next 


Soph. No, Madam, if you have any Secrets, I'll retire. 


Char. Nay, we have none now, Siſter, but what I 
dare ſwear you are entirely let into: Ha! ha! ha! 
Fran. So! She muſt havea gentle Infult, I find ; but 
It will be in me to keep the Peace. [Afede. 
Soph. Theſe Taunts are infu but to confeſs 
e (Aſide. 
Char. Why ſo grave, & 
Soph. Wiy cha Quin, Madam Do you often ſee 
1 2 N "bee (hat, ſuppoſing 
03 We 
z mom. 
Soph. "Tis not be in a 
mour, without thinking any of your ſecrets im 


8 4 Well! well! foam bes tones, Siſter, Iam 
live. 


content you ſhould be wiſe as long as 


Soph. You have one Sign of Wiſdom, I ſee ; a little 


contents I + (Ex. Soph. 


Cloud upon her 
= Then ſhe Na th bas ern oi her hw he caught 


"ow *, - oy ; therefore we muſt expect all the 
Miſchief that either of them can do us. a 


Fran. People, Madam, tha think mach, alrays wear 
a ſerious Aſpect. (To Char. 


{ 
1 
1 


t 
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Char. My Siſter can't do us much, at leaſt. 


Fran. She can blow up my Lady; and, you know, 
my Lady -your Father. 
Char. She does a little overbear him indeed ; not 


| but he will make his Party good with her upon Occafi- 


on: I have known it come to a drawn Battle between 

them, ly when he has any Body to ſtand by him. 

A fad Life tho, Mr. Frankley, when conjugal bade 
Example 


ments are only buntes: does not their 


4 I can ſee no Hazard, 1 
you, Madam. 


and F 
—_—_— end ops fort, ſein rankley 
Soph. So! again the minute they are alone 


but I ſhall make bold with them. (goes forward) Pray, 
Siſter, V 


Soph. The Confutius, you know, was et. 
Char. O! I did not mind it, I left it upon the green 


u. r N W 


( Exit, aud drops her Hendlerchicf. 
Fran. This Book was only a Pretence to break in up- 


Cbar. Plainly—ſhe haunts us like the Ghoſt in Ham- 
let. But pray, what Talk had you with my Father juft 
now ? 

Fran. A great deal; we are upon very good Terms 
there, I can tell you : But his Conſcience, it ſeems, is 


„ Bile, ice, hit cor wan; 
Char. What do you mean ? 


Fran. If you will have Patience to hear it, I'll tell 


Char. I ſhall have no Patience till I do hear it. 

Fran. You muſtknow then, ſome time ago, Sir Gilbert 
'd in a mix ny 2 roy Op to join 
in a Laugh at Mr. — for his Folly (as it was then 


out for the Refuſal of 
thought) in giving 


422 TeREFUSAL; er, 


 South-Sea Stock at an 
Ing piqued to an intem 


Char. Ay, now let's hear. 

Fran. 'Thus it was: He told an hundred Guineas in- 
to your Father's hand; in conſideration of which, (if 
Witling could prove himſelf worth Fifty Thouſand + 
Pounds within the Year, and the Soutb-Sea Stock ſhould 
in that time mount to a thouſand per Cert. why then, 
and on thoſe Conditions only) your Father was to give 
him the Refaſal of you, or your Siſter, in Marriage. 
This whimfical Offer turn'd the Laugh of the Company 
to the Beau's ſide, at which Sir Gilbert, impatient of his 
Triumph, and not being in the leaft apprehenſive either 
of the Stocks riſing to that Price, or that this Rattle- 
headed Fellow could poſſibly make ſuch a Fortune in 
that time; fairly took the Money, and ſign'd the Con- 
tract. Now the Stock, it ſeems, is come up to his Price, 
and the Spark has aftually proved himſelf worth near | 
double the Sum he condition'd for. | — 4 

Char. For Heaven's ſake! am I to take all this ſeri- 
Frau. Upon my Life tis true: But don't miſtake the 

Matter; Sir Gilbert has left his Daughters inclinations | 
free: there is no Force to be put upon them in the Bar- 
wy Oh! then I can take my Breath agai 4 

Fran. No, no; you are fafe as to that Point. Ton 
may do as you pleaſe ; he has only tied up his own Con- 
ſent. But #7:/ing having this Call upon it, Sir Gilbert 
is incapable, as he ſays, of giving it at preſent to me. 

Char. Well! but in the mean Time, ſuppoſe he 
ſhould give it to you; what's the Penalty? 


Fran. That's true; I had like to have forgot it: The | 


Penalty is this ; it Sir Gilbert refuſes his Conſent, then 
he is to give 4 irliug an Alternative of the tliree thou- 
ſand Pound Stock only, at two hundred. So low it 
ſeems was the Price when this Eargain was made. 
Char. N pinching Article: I am afraid my good Fa- 
ther has not Diſtaſte enough for a Coæcomb, to = 
W 


7 
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with his Stock, and not toſs him a Daughter into the 


= 4 
an. Ay, but conſider ; Sir Gilbert is not to part 


mic is Sock neither, if you refuſe to marry the Gen- 
ar. Why then the Fool has given his Money for 


—_— at leaſt I am ſure he has, if he makes his Call 


upon me. 
Fran. Ay, but here's the Misfortune ; the Fool has been 
Nr 
you ; and you may be ſure my Lady, 
and — will do all in their to hold your 
Father to his Bargain 80 that, while the Contra&'s va- 
lid, it will not be even in your Power, Charlotte, to 
complete my Happineſs this half Year: 
ar. It gives me at leaſt Occaſion to ſhew you a new 
Nen Inclination ; for I confeſs, I ſhall be as un- 
or} 2 you, ti, as Why or athen, this ridiculous Bar- 
gain is out of that Coxcomb's Hands again. 
Fran. O! Charlotte ! lay your Hand upon my Heart, 
and feel how ſenſibly it thanks you. 
Char. Fooliſh ! 


Sopb. Monſtrous ! ally him! What 
hare er Tranfpors made he nd Sure he might 


Char. Be you but rul'd, and I'll engage to manage it. 
Fran. I have a Thought, that certainly— 
Char. Peace! break thee off! Lo ! where it comes 


again. 
Fran. Speak to it, Horatio [/ceing Soph. 
Char. Do you want any Thing, Sifter f 
Soph. Ay ! did not I drop an Handkerchief here ? 
Char. I did not ſee any—O! here -] believe this is 


[gives it her. 
all and gravely mute ſome Time, at 2. 


Char. Do you want any Thing elle, Siſter ? 
Soph. (7 — fort upon her )—Yes, Madam — Pa- 
1 ſupport me under your injurious Aſſurance. 
Char. Keep your Temper, Siſter, left I ſhould ſuſpect 
your 
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your Philoſophy to be on an Affectation of Knowledge 
opb. There are ſome Surprizes, Madam, too ſtrong | 
or al the Guanle of human © ; 
ar, Yet I have heard you fay, Madam, tis a Nar- 
rowneſs of Mind to be ſurpriz'd at any Thing. 

Soph. To be amaz d at the Actions of the Unjuſt, and 
. Weaknels that ofien arilce from In- 
nocence irtue: You muſt therefore pardon me, if 
I am aftoniſh'd at your Behaviour. en 

Fran. So! I ſuppoſe I ſhall have my Share preſently. 

| 3 ( Afade. 

Char. My Behaviour, Madam, is not to be Lu 
by Outrage; and if I am not aftoniſh'd at your's, tis 
becauſe the Folly of it ought to move no Paſſion but 
Laughter. eo 

Soph. This to me! to me! Mrs. Charlotte? 


Fran. I beg your Pardon, Ladies, I ſee you have pri- 
Buſineſs. 


| | (going. 
to. ST. 


Glory. 
Fran. Accumulated Wrong 
dam, I am yet in the Dark; 1 muſt beg you to explain 
a little farther. : 5 
Soph. Then plainly thus, Sir: You have robb'd me 
of my Right; the Vows of Love you once preferr'd to 
me are, by the Laws of Honour, without my Conſent, 
irrevocable ; but, like a vile Apoſtate, you have ſince 
preſum'd to throw your ſcornful Malice on my Attrac- 
kneeling to another. 
Char. O! the painful Conflicts of Pradery. Ade. 
Fran. This is hard indeed, Madam, that the Loſs of 


what you never thought worth your Acceptance, ſhould 


be worth your Reſentment. If a Beggar ſhouldaſk you 


Charity, 


s indeed! But really, Ma- 
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Charity, would you call it an Injury, if, upon refufing 
it, the Wretch ſhould bey of the next — | 
Char, Well! is not that prettily ſaid now, Siſter ? 

| Soph. The Caſe is different—You owe me Tribute as 

your rightful Conqueror ; and tho' I have declin'd the 

taſteleſs Triumph of your Homage, that's no Remit- 

tance of the Duty : Nor can you pay it to the Uſurper 


of my Ri without rebellious Perjury to me. 
Fran. Hoyty! I gad there will be no End of 
this—T muſt e en talk ight to her. LAſide. 


Soph. Oblations vow'd to a peculiar Power, are to 
| its peculiar Altars only due; and tho'the Offering might 
be ill receiv'd, yet ſhould the murmuring Suppliant dare 
to invoke another's Aid, his Vows are then become pro- 
fane and impious to the Deity. 5 
' Char. So! ſince he would not make her a Goddeſs, 
I find ſhe's reſolv d to make one of herſelf. [4/ide. 
Fran. Now really, Madam, if I were to put ail this 
into plain Eng/iþ, the Tranſlation would amount to no 
| more than this, That your offended Deity is a mere Dog 
in a Manger : What the Duce, becauſe you don't love 
Oats, muſt nobody elſe eat them! Ha! ha! 
Char. Hal ha! ha! | | 
Seph. Amazement | Horror! I am ſhock'd and ſhiver d 
to a thouſand Atoms! Ol mv .- 8 


— 
222 


whole Matter, if, for once, you can reduce yourſelf 
from a Deity to what Nature has made you, a Woman 
of Senſe, I'll beg Pardon for my Brutality, and ſpeak to 


you like a Gentleman. | | 
Soph. You may ſuppoſe me then to have the Senſe 


| ty: TI chought myſelf honour'd in his Commands: and 
being equally a Stranger to you and and | 
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judg'd, as being the elder, you had a natural Right te 
the Preference of my Addreſſes : I ſaw you, = po 
Perſon lovely, adorn'd with all thoſe Charms that uſual- 
y inſpire the Lover's Tongue to bend the Ear of Beau- 


Char. How ſhe drops her Eyes at it! [Ahide. 

Fraz. But on a nearer Converſe, I found you ſcarce 
a Mortal in your Sentiments ; ſo utter a Diſdain of 
Love had you imbib'd from your romantick Educati- 
on: 32 I ſucceeded not; I —— 
you with my peculiar Treatment : You pleas'd you 
and I —ä— On this I thought np Mower at Liber- 
ty to try its better Fortune here. Here I am $x'd, and 
juſtify my Love; where then's the Injury to you, in 
laying at your Siſter's Feet a Heart which your Diſdain 
rejected? 


_ Seph. Tis true, while offer'd with impure Deſires; 
while ſenſually, and as a Woman only, you purſu'd me: 
But had you greatly ſought the Marriage of the Mind, 
the ſocial Raptures of the Soul, I mi; it perhaps have 
cheriſn'd an intellectual Union. 

Fran. Ah! but dear, dear Madam, thoſe Raptures 
in the Air would not do my Buſineſs ; I want an Heir 
to my Family, and, in plain Terms, my Caſe requires 
one that will give a little bodily Help to it. 


Soph. Nay then, again I muſt diſclaim you; 2 Heart 


fo tainted would but fully the Receiver: The Shrine's 
diſhonour'd by a polluted Sacrifice. 


Char. So! ſhe'sat her old Flights again. [At... 


Seph. Thus then I fly forever from your Hopes — 
Thus Daphne triumph'd o'er Apollo's Flame, 
And to his Heaw'n preferr'd à Virgin's Name: 
The wunguiſo'd Gd purſu'd, but to diſpair, 
While deathl:ſs Laurcls crown'd the fixing 2 
| Exit. 


Fran. So! there's one Plague over: I have diſcharg d 


my Confcience upon her at leaſt. 

Char. Ha! ha! what a pretty Way, though, my good 
Siſter has of turning a Slight into a Triumph! But ſhe 
has a great Heart. 

Fran. Ol twould be hard to deny her that Satisfac- 
tion; beſide, the greateſt Heart in * 


way oy 


rr 


an 


| * if you don't oblige your Daughter to refuſe 
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the ſame: We have known the late Grand Monarch 
loſe many a Battle ; but it was bloody hard to beat him 
out of a Te Deum. | 

Char. Well, but now, how ſhall we manage my Fa- 


ther ? 
| Fran. Here he comes. 
Entcr Sir Gilbert. | 
Sir Gib. So, Mr. Frankly! you ſee I give you fair 
Play—and troth ! rer 


—a—a Bargain's a Bargain; if another Man has 


| paid for my Conſent, you muſt not take it ill if Idon't 


Fran. I can't 


pretend to aſk it, Sir; I think it Favour 


3 Not I, not I, Man; that's out of the 
Mon: She may pleaſe herſelf; and if Mitling ſhould 
TOR ends a 
too: In ſhort, if you two have Wit enough to make up 


che Difference, and bring me off—why there's no more 


to be ſaid if not—Accounts muſt be made up I have 


taken the Premium, and muſt ſtand to my Contract: 


For let me tell you, Sir, we Citizens are as tender of 
our Credit in Change- Alley, as you fine Gentlemen are 


I df your Honour at Court. 


Fran. Sir, depend upon it, your Credit ſhall not ſuf- 


{| fer by me, whatever it may by your C 


ay, [1 .* + ©» — * 
| ur Court, but City Politicians muſt do the Nation's 
| oe © 


laſt. Why, what did your Courtiers do all 


che two laſt Reigns, but borrow Money to make War, 


and make War to make Peace, and make Peaoe to make 
War? And then to be Bullics in one, and Bubbles in 
fother : A very pretty Account truly; but we have 


| 3 | ! there's the 
| made Money, Man; Money! Money 
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Health and Liie-Blood of a Government: And there- 
fore I inſiſt upon't, that we are the wiſeſt Citizens in 
for we have coin'd more Caſh in an Hour than 
the Tower of /.ondon in twenty Years. 

Fran. Nay, you govern the World now, it's plain, 
Sir; and tr. -y that mates us hope it's upon the mendi 
Hand : For ſince our Men of Quality are got ſo 

into 9 2 
Word n. a) go as far as a Tradeſman's! 

Sir Cilb. Ah! a Wag! a Wag! In troth, Mr. Frankley, 
the more i know you, the more I like you: I ſee you 
know the World, you judge of Men by their intrinſick 
Value; and you're right! you're right! Titles are emp- 
ty things: A'wiſe Man will always a wiſe Man, whe- 

ther he has any Title or no. 

Fran. Ay, ay, Sir, and when a Fool gets one, he's 
enly r 

Sir. Gilb. You're right 
Man value himſelf upon a 
for his Money 


ee 


Wee Ha! ha! 


"tare? being loſe the Privilege 
3 1 


a Man of Honour? 

Fran. Ay, but the beſt Joke is, that every Man of 
Honour is not ar honeſt Man, Sir. 

Sir G:/b. Odsbodlik ins, Mr. Frankl:y, you are an in- 
genious Gentleman. and I muſt have you into my Fa- 
mily, thought it co me twenty thouſand Pounds to keep 
that pragmatical Fellow out on't. 

Fran. If I have aay pretence to your Tavour, Sir, I 
will take care yo ur Family ſhall not ſur by my com- 
ing into it ; for if the worſt muſt happen, tis but wait- 
| ing till the other half Year of Vitling's Contract is ex- 
pi d. I dare anſwer your Daughter won'r run away 
with him in the mean time. 

Sir Gilb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion : Is the Girl 
Raunch ? Are you ſure now, that, „„ 


r "| 


Sir Gib. dares febe? — — 
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tell her ſhe's right ; you know it is not honeſt for me to 
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may not gallop away with tne rank Scent of a Cox- 
i ied your Sport ? 
Fran. I dare ſay ſhe'll take this Fear for a Favour 


| beſt examine her yourſcif; Sir. 


Sir Gz/b. Come hither, Charlotte. 

Char. Your Pleaſure, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Are you ſure you are as wiſe as other fine 
Ladies of your Ape, that know more of Mankind than 
their Fathers, and conſequently have a natural Averſion 
to all Huſbands of their chuſing? In ſhort, have you 


learnt enou RT TI HOY CO 
upon 
Char. When „ 
1 try whar | can do. 
promiſes fair. [To Frankley afide. 


Sir Gz/b. Humh! ſhe 
The Girl has Wit But now, Child, the Queſtion is, 
whether you have common Senſe or no 2 
— ee aw pectin? Have you all 
Eye-teeth yet? Are you peery, as the Cant s In ſhort, 
do you know what I would be at now ? 

. Char. Will you give Leave to gueſs, Sir? 

Sir Gz/b. Out with it. 

Char. Why then (I en 
mind to make Mitliag believe, you are 
your Power to bring his to bear; = tho 
_ in my Power to bring it 


EG, LA.] It will do! it will do! Mr. F 


ſay ſo: a hum! | 
Char. In ſhort, Sir, 2 have Go er wo wp 
Diſcretion, I'll engage to bring you 
Sir G-/*. ling me off Huſly * why ; have you the 
Confidence to des I won't do the r Thing by the 
Gentleman ? 4 
Cbar. [ have not the Conlideace to ſappole you would 
F indeed, Papa 
[T n Mend 
Sir-Gilb. D'ye hear! dye hear! what a ſenſible Aſſu- 
rance the Slut has! Ah! it's a wheedling Toad! Ade. 
Adud III have a little more of her—But do you know, 
Lady, that Mr. Ve das | 
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W 
| it? 
| Char. Yes, Sir, I do know it; and if I were to give 
him my Conſent, I know 1 ſhould have m. the 
worſt in of the two. 
Sir Gi/b. Your Conſent ! Why ſure, Madam, when I 
wy = do ſo, do you pretend to have a Will of your own ? 
Cher. Um ! a leetle ! a fmall Pulſe, you know, Papa. 
_ [Fanning on $i; Glth. 
ir Gilb. Ah! the coaxi -- +; / 
abominable—Odſhheart ! I could kiſs her 
Fran. Faith! do, Sir, that's no Breach of your Con- 
tract. 
Sir Gilb. No! no! that's not fair neither, I am to be 
angry with her——befides I don't keep my word, if I 


don't ſpeak. a good one for him. 


Char. That's not in your power, Sir; tis impoſſible 


any body can give kim yood word, at leaſt to me. 

Sir Gilb. How ! how ! will not a handſome young Fel- 
low, with an hundred thouſand Pounds in his Pocket, go 
down with you? Will not a full Plumb melt in your 
Mouth, Miſtreſs Dainty? 

Cher. Thank 1 but 1 don't love Traſh ! 

Sir Gill. Trath ! Mr. Witling, Traſh ! 

Char. A Coxcomb. 

Sir G:1b. I fay he i 

Char. My Averſion. 

33 14 — Frankley, ihe refuſes him; 
you I fipnifes nothing; y again and 
again, that I'm reſols'd, Madam, you ſhall marry him, 
e 

Char. But do you think you can't perſuade him to 
flay a little, Sir? 

Sir. Gilb. Stay! yes; yes; a reaſonable time, that is. 
— You'll think it a reaſonable * I fure, 

Sir. Gilb. Well! well! how long ? 

Cher. Only till I have done hating him, that's all. 

Sir. Gi/b. Pſhah! fiddle facdle ! marry him firſt, and 
you will have time enough to hate him afterwards. 

Char. Well, Sir, then I have but one Favour to beg 


of you——— 
7 Sir 


* 
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Sir Gilb. Come, what is't ? what is't ? 
Char. „ Sir, that in the Draught of the Articles 
you will be pleas'd to leave a Blank for the Gentleman's 
am and if I don't fill it up to your Mind, fay I know 
nothing of my own. 

Sir Gilb. Fie! fie! you wicked Thing you——Mr. 
Frankley, N the Girl has all her 
Goings ! n eep her right, and tight; and 
I'll warrant thee all ſafe, Boy. gt 

Fran. Never fear, Sir—Now there's but one Difh- 
culty behind ; were it but poſſible to make my Lady our 
Friend in this Matter 
Sir Gilb, Pſhaw! waw! never mind her: Am not I 
Maſter of my own Family ? Does not ſhe know that my 


. Will's a Law? And if I once ſay the Word 


Fran. That's true, Sir ; but, you know, one would 
not make her a needleſs Enemy : She'll think herſelf 
affronted, take it as an Inſult to her Underſtanding, not 
to be let into the Secret at all. 


Char. Indeed, Sir, I am afraid we ſhall have a foul 


Houſe, if ſhe is not conſulted in this Buſineſs, 


Sir G:i/b. Nay, nay, with all my Heart; but the 


fooliſh Woman always loves to diſpute about nothing, 


and ſuch a Spirit of Contradiction runs away with her, 
I had as lief fit in the Stocks as talk to her: However, 
for your private Satis faction 
Fran. Indeed. Sir, I think it will be better ſo. 
Sir Gilb. Well! well! then I'll tell her my Reſolu- 


tion inſtantly. | 


Char. Ah! poor Papa! what a wicked Diftreſs have 
we brought him to ? Now will he rather run upon the 
Mouth of a Cannon, than let us ſce he is afraid of Guu- 


Fran, How my Lady will bounce when he mentions 
5+ 1 Aide. 


Sir Gil. O! here's my Lady, I'll ſpeak to her now. 
Fran. If you pleaſc, we'll retire, that you may have 
no Interruption. 
Sir Gz/b. Do ſo, you're right, you're right. 
[Exit Fran, and Char. 


C Enter 
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Later Lady Wrangle, diving « Maid ferennt in befor 


L. Vr. Out of my Doors, you Dunce! you illiterate 
Monſter! What! 5 Could not you 
ſpell? Where were your Eyes, you brainleſs Idiot ? 

Sir Gilb. Hey-day ! hey-day! what's the matter now? 

__ Go! You eleventh Plague of Eg ypr. 

Maid. Indeed, Madam, I did not know it was of any 
Uſe; it was ſo blotted and blurred, I took it for waſte 


L. Vr. Blurred! you Driveler! was ever any Piece 
perfect, that had not Corrections, Raſures, — — 
tions and Improvements ? Does not the very Original 
ſhew, that when the Mind is warmeſt, it's never ſatisfied 
vith its Words? 5 5 FP 

Incipit, & dubitat ; ſcribit, damnatque ta 
Et notat, & delct ; mutat, culpatque probatque. 

Sir G:/b. O Lord! Now the learned Fit's upon her, 
the Devil won't be able to deal with her. [ Hfrae. 

IL. Vr. What have you done with it, you Dolthead ? 
"Sir Gelb, Proy, my Lady Ml. what i allthis 

Sir Gr my Lady Wrangle, is 
Rout about ? Us 

I. Vr. O] nothing to be ſure! I am always unrea- 

Sir Gi/b. Why look you now, did I ſay any ſuch ? 

L. W-. 1 dont care if you did. Wann 

Sir Gilb. It's very hard a Man may not aſk a civil 
Queſtion in his own Houſe. 

L. Vr. Ay, do, fide with her, take her Part; do, do, 
uphold her in her Im 

Sir Gilb. Why, my Lady, did I fay a Word to her? 
I. Nr. Pray, Mr. Vrangle, give me Leave to go- 
vern my own Servants—Don't you know, hen I am 


out of Temper, I won't be talke'd to Have not 1 


enough here, do you think ? 

Sir Gil. Why, ay, that's true too—why, you corh- 
dent Jace! how dare you put my Lady into ſuch a vio- 
lent Paſſion ? 

Maid. Indeed, Sir, I don't know, not I. 
[wwhimpering. 
I. VV. Far. Mr. Nrangle, meddle with your own 
Buſineſs 


| 


* 


1 
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Buſineſs—the Fault's to me, and, ſure I am old enough 
to correct her myſelf. 


Sir Gill. Why, what a dickens, mayn't I be of 


— "heart! [ can't be in the Wrong on both 


— I don't know any Buſineſs you have on either 


Sir Gib. Nay, if a Man muſt not k at all, it 
y ſpeak at all, it's 
L. Vr. Lord! you 

ſpeak--what! what! IT OS __— 


Sir Gilb. Nay, not I; I on i& whats che 
. nothing, y 


I. V. I can't tell you, the Provocation's too great 


for Words. 


Sir Gzlb. Well! well! well! 
L. Vr. What here ftill ? Am I to have no Account 
of it then? What have you done with it, you Monſter ? 
Maid. Madam, the Cook took it out of my Hand, 
as | was coming Goun Stars walk it; ale | 


ed it. 
L. Vr. The Cook! run! fly, and bid the Villain 
ſend it me this Moment. [Exit Maid. 


Sir Gilb. Why, what the dickens ! the ſenſeleſs Jade 
has not given him a Flanders lac d Head to boil his Cab- 
in, has ſhe ? 

Vr. Pſhah! do you ever ſee me concern d for {ſuck 
Trifles ? | 

Sir Gilb. Or has ſhe let the Raſcal finge his Fowls 
with a . AY 

L. Vr. If ſhe you think I would myſelf 
ſuch Pain about that either ? oo 

Sir Gilb. Hah ! this muſt be ſome abominable Thing 
indeed then. * 

L.. The Loſs, for ou no , may be irreparable. 

Sir Gilb. Oh! then ſe has loft your —. Neck- 
lace, I ſoppoſe. 

L. Vr. Pray don' plague me, *tis i. pole to ex- 
pref: the Wickedneſs of it. 

Sir Gb. What, tae Devil die Cook haz not got the 

Slut with Child, ha he? | 
L. Vr. Worie! wor.e 5 'hnuſand izmes., 
2 


dur 


94 Th REFUSA TL or: 


Sir Gilb. Worſe! ying the Whore, or 
Thief? then the n 
L. Vr. The moſt barbarous that ever. was 
Sir Gilb. Hoh! then ſhe has broke Pug's Neck, to be 
ſure. [ Afede. 
L. Vr. The Changeling Innocent has given that ſa- 
9 e maps N 
of Byblis for waſte Paper, to be torn or tortur d 
toa thouſand ſordid Uſes. 
Sir Gilb. Nay then 


L. Vr. And I have not another Copy in the World, 


if it were to ſave Mankind from Extirpation. 

Sir G:/6. I'm glad on't with all my Heart; now could 

I laugh (if I durſt) moſt immoderately. [AHfrde. 
L. Vr. Now, Miſtreſs! have you brought it ? 

Re-cnter Maid. 

| Maid, Madam, the Cook ſays, he has ſkewer'd it on 
the Roaſt-beef, and he can't take it off he won't 
burn his Meat for no body, not ne, he ſays. 

L. Vr. Here! call the Footmen: He won't! bid them 
Arag the Raſcal hither by the Ears, or III have them 
nail'd down to the Drefler for his Impudence—T'll turn 
the Villain out of my Houſe this Moment. 

[Exit Maid. 

Sir Gilhᷣ. Come, my Lady, don't be ina Heat 
about a Trifle ; I am glad to fird it's no worſe. 

I. 27. Worſe! had he robb'd the Houſe, and after 
fir'd ir, I could ſooner have forgiven him. 


Sir (3:/4b. Hah ! thank you for that, Madam, but I 


ſhould not. 


L. E. You! You ſhould not! What would be your 


Injury compar'd to mine? What I'm concern'd for, the 


whole learned World, even to Poſterity, may feel the 1 


Loſs of. 

Sir Gi. Well ! well! have a little Patience; may be 
ſhe may get it again. And now you talk of Poſterity, 
my Lady Wrangle, I have ſome Thoughts of marrying 
my Daughter Charlotte; as for Sephronia, you know 


L. Er. I know, that one won't, and t'other ſhan't 


marry ; ſhe is a pert forward Thing, and has diſoblig'd 


me, and therefore I'll puniſh her as I think ft—I defre 


you won't name her to me, you ſce I have other Things 
in 
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in my Head: All greas'd, and burnt to Aſhes, I ſup- 
; Sir Gilb. I had better talk to her another Time, I be- 


Enter ſeveral Servants auith the Cook. 
L. Vr. O! are you come at laſt, Sir? Pray, how durſt 
you ſend me ſuch an impudent Anſwer ? 
Cook. I did not ſend an impudent Anſwer, Madam; 
I only ſaid the Meat would be ſpoil'd : But here ſhe 
comes, and makes a Noiſe, and a Rout, and a Clatter 
about nothing at all—and ſo every impudent Jade here 
takes upon her—Oons! a Man can't do his Buſineſs in 
quiet for them. | 
L. Vr. Hold your nonſenſical Tongue, Sir, and give 
me the Paper I ſent for. 
Cao. Paper! This is what ſhe gave me. 
| [ Holds it on a Skewer, all greaſy. 
I. Vr. O my Heavens ! what a Spectacle! not one 
Line legible, though an Empire were to purchaſe it. 
Look ! look! look! you Monſter. Holding him. 
Sir Gi/b, So! here will be rare Doings. 
Cook. Oons | what a Life's here about a Piece of foul 


Paper ? 
| T. . A Life, you Villain ! your whole Life can't 


make me Amends for what you have done — [I'll have 
vou beat out of this Houſe, till every Bone in your 
Body's broke for this, Sirrah. 

Cool. Beat! Madam, Blood! I won't be beat—I did 


not come here for that———I'll be out of your Houſe 
preſently—T'll ſee who will break my Bones then—and 


io there's one of your Napkins, Madam; as for your 
Sheet of Paper, there's a Halfpenny for't ; and now take 
your Courſe -I know how to get my Wages, I'll war- 
rant you There's Law for Servants as well as other 
People. | | | Exit Cook. 

Sir Gilb. Go! go! mind your Buſineſs, you filly Tor 


Ladle you. 


L V. Ay! this is always the Effect of your Indul- 

; no Wonder I have no Power over them; if you 

ad the leaſt Grain of Spirit, you would have broke the 
Raſcal's Head for me. | 

Sir G:/b. Pſhah! . 

| 5 3 let's 
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let's ſee [Tales up the Paper.) Come, come, this 
Matter may be made r ſtill—ay, 
here! umh, umb——by the Way I believe this Beef 's 
enough, it ſmells bravely of the Gravy. 

L. Vr. What! then I am your Jeſt, it ſeems. 

Sir Gilb. Pooh! prithee be quiet, I tell you I am 

it's plain to be read ſtill. [ Reads. 

All a poor Maid could do ( the Gods, Tm ſure, 
Can tell) Tam fuffer'd to compleat my Cyre—Cure ! 
Hah, poor Soul—got the foul Di I ſuppole. 

» Vr. Your obſcene Comment, Mr. Wrangle, is 
than the Inſolence of your Servants : 
But I muſt tel you, Sir, I will never cat or fleep in 
your Houſe more, if that Raſcal is not turn'd out of it 
this Moment. 

Maid. I hope your 


L. r. What * you prate, Mrs. Mizx ? 


Maid. Indeed, Madam, if John's to be turn'd away, 


I ſhan't ſtay in the Family; for tho' he is ſometimes a 
little haſty to a body, yet I have Reaſon to know he is 
an honeſt-hearted Man in the main; and I have too 
much Kindneſs for him to ſtay in any Service, where 


he is to be abuſed. 
L. Vr. What, you are in love with him, Mrs. Trollep, 
are you? [ Cuffs her. 


Maid. Ods my Life, Madam, I won't be ſtruck by 
nobody ; and if 1 do love him, what's s that to any body? 


and I don't know why poor Folks mayn't be in love as 
well as their Betters. 


Sir Gib. Come! come! hold your Tongue, Huſſy. 
Maid. Sir, I can't hold my Tongue; tho' I can't ſay 
but your Worſhip's a very kind Maſter : But as for my 


Lady, the Devil would not live with her; and fo, Ma- 


dam, I defire you will provide yourſelf. [Flings of. 
Sir Cb. Odzines, Madam, at this Rate I ſhall have 
neither Dinner to eat, nor Bed to lie on; What Servants 


Temper than a——Why how ſhould a filly Wench 
know what your impertinent Poetry was good for! 
L. Vr. Impertinent! I'd have you know, Mr. Igno- 
rant, there's not a Line in the whole, Gat kas not the 
true Aitict Sali in it. 8 


ip is not in earneſt, Madam. | 


will bear this Liſe, do you think ? You have no more 
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Sir Gilb. Well! and now there's Exgliſb Salt in it; 
and, I think, the Reliſh of one's as good as t other. 
L. Vr. Mr. Wrangle, if you have no Senſe of the 


1 Soul's diviner Faculties, know I have, and can reſent 
_ theſe vulgar Inſults. You ſhall find, Sir, that a ſuperior 


Underſtanding has a proportion'd Spirit to ſupport its 
Dignity. Let me have inſtant Reparation, or, by my 
myur'd Genius, I'll ſet your Houſe and Family in a 
Blaze. [Exit L. Wr. 

Sir Gilb. Why, then, blaze and burn by yourſelf ; 
for I'll yo out of the Houle. [Goirg off he is met by 

Frankley and Charlotte. 

Fran. Have you ſeen, my Lady, Sir ? 

Sir Gilb. Yes, yes, 1 have ſeen her - but -I don't 
know ſhe - ſnhe 

Fran. Don't come into it, I ſuppoſe. 

Sir Gilb. Umh! no, not rcadily—in ſhort, the Houſe 
is all untiled. 

Char. Lord, Sir, what filthy er Pope 

Seca 

Sir Gilb. Ay, there's the OPS. a 
Lady's Brain, that has got a Miſchance ; nn 7 
Fran. Some roaſted Poetry, 1 preſume. 

Sir Gzlb. Ay, Ay; the, the, the Paſſion of Bibble-babble; 
I don't know what ſhe calls it ; But ſhe has been in ſuck 


2 Fume here, that half the Servants are going to leave 


the Houſe about it Charlotte, you can wheedle upon 
Occaſion, prithee ſtep into the Hall, and ſee if you can 


make up this matter among 
Chart I'll do 1174 Sir. Exit Char. 
Fran. Poor ! ſhe is a little apt to be over con- 
cern'd for her Poetry 


Sir Gilb. Concerrd ! Odfblews! if a Line ont hap- 
pens to be miſlaid, ſhe's as mad as a blind Mare that has 
loft her Foal ; ſhe'll run her Head againſt a Stone-wall 
to recover it: All the uſe I find of her Learning is, that 
it furniſhes her with more words to ſcold with. 

hs _———— 

Serv. Sir, Mr. Granger's come, . 

Sir Gilb. O! that's well ! come, Mr. Frankley, let's all 
＋ dior pa wy e mayhap, ſhe may 

aſham d to be in a Paſſion before Company. 

| C4 | Fran. 
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Fran. At leaſt we may keep her within Bounds, Sir. 
Sir Ch. You'reright ! you're right! Ah! it's a very 

hard Caſe ! there's no Condition of Life without Plague 

and Trouble——Why, moſt People think, now, I have 

Fortune enough to make ten Men of Quality happy. 

And yet you ſee how oddly Things are carry'd; 

Tis true, I'm worth a Million—but I'm marry d. 


ACT iv. 
Granger and Frankley. 


Fran. IN one Word, G-2»ger, thou art a very danger- 
ous Fellow; I did not believe it poſſible thy blun 
1iamour could have conceal'd ſo exquiſite a Flatterer : 
Why thou art more in my Lady's Favour in half an 
Hour, than ali my Art could make me in half a Year. 

Gran. Have I not always told you, Franklcy, that one 
civil Thing from a downright Dealer, goes farther than 
a thouſand from a Man of general Complaiſance ? How 
do you think I firſt gain'd Credit with & a? Not 
las you expected to do it) by an implicit Admiration ; 
but the contrary, inſolently laughing at her pretending 
to Principles, which I would not allow her capable to 
comprehend or practiſe. Now this naturally piqued 
her into an Impatience to mend my Opinion of her; 
{> the more difficult I ſcem'd to be convinc'd of her 
\ irtaes, the more caſy I made it to mend her Opinion 
af me. 

Fran. And if thou haſt not done it effectually, I 
know nothing of the Sex: Why ſhe bluſh'd, Man, 
lize a Damaſk Roſe, when you firſt came into the 
Room. | : 

Gran. Did not I tell you too, her Quarrel and Spleen 
$0 you would be of Service to me ? "I 

Fran. O! palpably ! I was ready to burſt to ſee her | 
2 and ſmile at me, upon your growing particular | 
to her. | 
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Gran. And what pains ſhe took, to make you obſerve 
that ſhe overlook'd you ? ha! ha! 880 


Fran. Yes I did obſerve, indeed, that the whole Din- 
ner-time ſhe was never two Minutes without ſtealing a 
Glance at you. | | 

Gran. O bleſs me! I can't bear the inſolence of my 
own Imagination! What a dear Confuſion will ſhe feel ? 
What a Vermilion Shame will ſpread th agh all that 
lovely Form — if ever her Fleſh and Blood ſhould hap- 
pen to mutiny ? 

Fran. Which, to tell you the Truth, I think it does 


already 


Gran. But the misfortune is, I have flatter d my Lady 
into ſo good a Humour, by engaging to make out a fair 
of her baſted Verſes there, that I doubt, ſhe won't 


be able to leave me alone with Sophronia 


Fran. Never fear; her Malice is too buſy, in ſetting 


up Mitling againſt me, to interrupt you. 


Gran. There indeed I have ſome hopes. 
Fran. I believe I ſhall be able to aſſiſt them, and in 
part to return the Favour you have done me with Sir 


* Gilbert. 


Gran. Any thing in my power you may be ſure of— 


Enter Sir Gilbert. 
Sir Gib. O! your Servant, Gentlemen: I thought we 
had loſt you. | 
| Gran. Your Pardon, Sir, we had only a word or two 


but ſee, he's here ! 


Fran. We were juſt coming into the Company. 
Sir Gilb. In troth, and I can tell you, the ſooner the 


better; for there's my Lady and Charlotte are going to 


play all the Game upon us. 
Fran. Never fear, Sir; as long as you have given me 
Leave to go Charlatte's halves, ſhe'll mal: e he moſt of 


her Cards, I'll warrant you. 


Sir Gilb. I don't know that, but I am ſure Witling 
vonder is making the moſt of his time: his Wit, or his 
Impudence have got him into ſuch high Favour with my 
Lady, that ſhe is railing at you like a Fury, and crying 
him up for an Angel: In ſnort, Charlotte has diſ- 


cover'd all your Aﬀair with ker, and has plainly told 
| him 


Cog 
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him you are his Rival. But it ſeems, Sir, your Preten- 
ſions are ſo ridiculous, that they are all three cracking 
their fides in a full Chorus of 
Fran. Sir, I am oblig'd to you 
but in all this, Charlotte is acting no wrong part, I can 
Sir Gib. No wrong part? Odfſheart ! I tell you ſhe's 
r 
— AA — 2 oy = 
A in 5 a Suit depen- 
ing in the Houſe of Peers. 
A ran. Better ftill, the more likely to carry her Cauſe, 
ir. 


Sir Gilb. Carry her Cauſe ! carry her Coxcomb, Sir; 
for you'llſee, that will be the end on't: ſhe'll be carry d 
off herſelf, Sir. Why, Man, he is going to beleaguer 
her with a whole Army of Fiddlers ; there are 
fex Coach - loads of them now at the Door, all fttow'd fore 


y Dar 


Contract with Wieling, do 
you but ſtand it out ſtoutly with my Lady, and I'll en- 
to diſmount his muſical Battery with a Child's 


ger an 
you can ſuffer from your 


\ iſtle. 2 

Sir G:/b. My Lady! Pſhah! waw! What doſt talk of 
her, Man? Why I tell you, I'll put her into a Mouſe- 
hole, provided you engage to bring me off with Vit- 


Fran. Your Security ſhall be fign'd the minute it can. 
Sir. Gilb. That's ; I have order'd my Lawyer 
to ſend his Clerk with it, before he brings the Deed of 
Conſent that I am to ſign to Withing : But give me leave 
to tell you again, Gentlemen, I really don't underſtand 
the Girl's way of proceeding all this while. 
Fran. Why, Sir—don't you know that Witling is the 
vaineſt Rogue upon Earth ? 
Sir Gilb. J grant it. 
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is rightly handled among us, you propoſe that Charlotte 
will be able to coquette him out of his ContraR. 

Fran. Nay, it's her own Project, Sir; and I cant re- 
ally think we have an ill Chance for it at worſt : But we 
muſt leave it all to her now. In Love-Aﬀairs, you 
_— Sir, Women have generally wiſer Heads than 


"Sir Gil, Troth, I don't wholly diſlike it; and if I 
don't handle him round on my part 

Gran. Huſh! my 

Fran. Anon TI tell you more, Sir. 

Enter Wrangle and Sophronia. 

L. Wr. — Rent ſee this giddy Girl is 
neither to be form'd by Precept or Example; it's at leaſt 
ſome Conſolation, to find her natural Inconſtancy ſo ef- 
fectually mortißes that vile Apoſtate, Frantz. 

Sapb. Vet Lam amaz d he ſhould not be more mov d 
at her Infidelity. 
L. Mr. You know he's vain, and thinks his Merit 
may lep i in full Security. But now ! to rouſe him 

from his Dream ———©QO ! Mr. Granger ! I am 

you left us; I am perfectly kill'd with Laughing! There's 

Mr. Witling has had ſuch infinite Humour! Hc has en- 
tertain'd us more than ten Comedies. 


| Gran. O! Pray, Madam, let us go in and participate. 
L. Vr. By no means; he's now alone with his Miſ- 


welt, and *ryould be barbarous is imerropt them. 
ran. 
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Gras. His Miſtreſs, Madam 


L. Vr. Ay! with Charlotte ; and, you know, Lovers 


ſo near their Happineſs are to like no Company ſe 
well as their own. * 


L. Vr. Beſide, he is going to give us a little Muſick ; 
and I think this Room will be more convenient. | 

Gran. He is a fortunate Man indeed, Madam, to be 
ſo well with the young Lady already. 

L. Vr. There's no for that idle Paſfion in 
uncultivated Minds: I am not ſurpria d at her Forward- 
r rangle has 

Ch Odſheart, Madam ! don't diſparage my Girl: 
She has had a more uſeful Education than your Lady- 


＋ ©! nodoabe! the has hewn mot gf 
fects on't, indeed hanging upon ev Fel- 
low's Neck, that does but aſk her the - fe 

Fran. Whatever Faults Charlotte may have, Madam, 


I never knew her take pleaſure in expoſing thoſe of o- 


ther People. 

L. Vr. Ol cry you mercy, Sir; you have great rea- 
fon to defend her, I don't queſtion: She is a Saint in 
your Eye, to be ſure. 


Fran. Were ſhe weak enough to imaginea ſuperficial 


Learning could make her one, tis poſſible, her Failings 
then, like other People's, might have been more conſpi- 
cuous. 

L. Fr. Whatdo you mean, Sir ? 

Fran. I mean, Madam, that as ſhe does not read Ari- 
fotle, Plate, Plutarch, or Seneca, ſhe is neither roman- 
tick or vain of her Pedantry ; and as her Learning ne- 


bow — higher than Bickerftiaff's Tatlers, her Manners 


zuently natural, modeſt and 
* Ah; well faid, Frankley. [4jide. 
L. Vr. „ 
her, I ſhall ſay no more, but leave her own immediate 
Behaviour to confirm your good Opinion of her Virtues. 
Ha! ha! 
Gran. While the Lovers of this Age, Madam, __ 


| 


| 
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ſo depraved a Taſte, we muſt not wonder, if our modern 
ine Ladies are apt to run into Coquetry : They are now 
forced to it in their own Defence; 1 

they ſtand as lonely and uſeleſs as untenanted 
Houſes: So that Coquetry, it ſeems, is no more than 
ſetting a Bill upon their Door, that Lovers in Diſtreſs 
— trad ade. Lodgings tn 


| L. Vr. Ol they are moſt hoſpitable Dames indeed: 

After this, methinks, the Appellation fo! 
Coquettes ſhould be that of Las * 
ne bien LW. 


Til come, and give Orders myſelf. Exit. 
_- I don't know any one alive, * 


Degeneracy 

as Mr. Granger ; hoy pogo rm phy pon 
kim into my Misfortune, of being as odious to the illi- 
terate of his Sex, as I am to thoſe of mine. 

Graz. If that were as juſt a Reaſon, Madam, for your 
having a favourable Opinion of me, as it is for my per- 
you, we ſhould each of us have ſtill 
as many Friends as any wiſe Man or Woman ought to 


Fran. Do you mind that, Sir ? [ Apart. 
Sir Gilb. A ſly Rogue! He knows how to tickle her 
up, I ſee. [ Apart... 


Soph. And yet the rude World will fay, perhaps, that 
our mutual Enmity to them bas redue d us to a Friend- 


can never reach you, Ma- 


Gras. That'sa Re 
| dam; fo much Beauty cannot hut have its Choice of 
Friends and Admirers ; 2 


— will ſhe ſwallow that bla- 

zing Star now ? [ Apart. 

| Fran. Ay, as he has dreſs d it, and drink after i tos, 

| Sir. [Fport. 

Soph. I mind not Multitudes. 

| Gran. Pardon me, I know you have a Soul above them: 
and I orally „487 to 


80 have 
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have been ſo exquiſitely fair, that where your Virtue 
would preſerve, your Eyes deſtroy; they give involuntary 
Love: where're you paſs, in ſpite of all your I 
they wound Fuvenumgue prodis Publica Cura. 
Seph. Alas! my Eyes are turn'd myſelf; and ſo 
little do I mind the Follie: of ocher Feople, that I fome. 
— — in the midſt of a Publick Cir- 


res — wonder at that, Madam, ſince our 
| emblies are generally made up of illiterate Beings, 
that, when are alone, find themſelves in the worſt 
Company ; fo are reduced to come abroad, tho 
1 and hate one another. 

What Charms then can you ſuppoſe I could 
A that has ſo few for me ? Beſide, at 
moſt, en of modern Gallantry gaze upon a Wo- 
man of real Virtue, only as Atheiſts look into a fine 
Church; from Curioſity, not Devotion: They may ad- 
mire its Ornaments and Architecture, but have neither 
Grace nor Faith for farther Adoration. 

Gran. All Men are not Infidels: of me, atleaſt, you 


have a Convert: And tho the ſenſual Practice of the 


World had made me long deſpair of ſuch Perfection in a 
mortal Mould : yet, when the Rays of Truth Celeſtial 
broke in upon my Senſe, my conſcious Heart at once 
confeſs d the Deity : I proſtrate fell a Proſelyte to Vir- 
tue; and now, its chaſte Deſires enlarge my Soul, and 
Soph. Harmonious Sounds! Celeſtial Tranſports : ¶ de. 
Sir Gib. O dear! O dear! was ever ſuch a wicked 
Thief! Odſheart! he'll make her go to Prayers with 
him preſently. a 3 [ Afede. 
- Soph. No more—we are obſerv'd : Theſe Heaven- 
Some fitter time may offer. till then — 
Gran. Till then—be huſtdour Joys. (Gran. dean 
her, and joins the Men, awhile Soph. walks apart muſing.) 
Soph. Joys indeed ! ſuch was, in Paradiſe, our firſt 
Parents Joy, before they fell from Innocence to Shame. 
Fran. (To Gran.) Why did you not go on with her? 
We thought you were in a fine Way: Sir Gilbert and - 
were juſt going to ſteal off. 


Gran, 


b — 
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Gran. Soft and fair, Sir: A Lady of her Delicacy 
muſt be carried, like a Taper new lighted, gently for- 
ward; if you hurry her———out ſhe goes. 
Sir Gi/b. You're right, you're right—Now you ſhall 
ſee me e her a little; I'll ſpeak a good word for 


—— OO 
Gran. Huſh!—not for the World, Sir- Death! you'll 
ſpoil all——don't you ſee ſhe is in Contemplation? 
Sir Gilb. What if ſhe be, Man? we muft not hu- 
mour her, till ſhe is ſtark mad neither. Sophronia ! 
how doft thou do, Child? FS 
Soph. (Repeating.) The Earth 
Gawe of Gratulation, andeach Hill: 
Jeyous the Birds ; freſh Gales and gentle Airs 
Whiſper'd it to the Woods, and from their Wings 
Flerg Ro ng Ours, from the juicy Sr 
i/porting 
Sir Gilb. Very pretty, I proteſt ; very pretty Theſe 
amorous Scraps of fancy in thy Head make me hope, 
that Love is not far from thy - ſang Sophy — 
Soph. Love, Sir, was ever in my Heart; but ſuch a 
Love, as the blind Homer of this Britiſb Ifle, in rhym- 


leſs Harmony ſublimely ſings — 
Sir Gilßb. Well, and prithee what does he ſay of it? 
Soph. ode refincs 


The bog It, and Heart inlarges; has his Seat 
Ia Reaſon, and is judicious, is the Scale, 
Zy which to Heavenly Love thou mayſt aſcend. 
Sir Cilb. Very good again; and troth, I'm glad to 
hear thou art fo heartily reconcil'd to it. 
Soph. Eafter than Air with Air, if Spirits embrace, 
Total they mix, Union of Pure avith Pure 


__ —_—_— 
Sir Gilb. Ah! there I doubt we are a little crazy. 


1 (Ale. 

Soph. This Iron 432;-fo fraudulent and bold, 
Touch d ait! this Lowega:culd be an Age Geld. 
Sir Gilb. O-lud! O-1:d! this will never do. (Aide. 
Gran. So! ſhe has given the old Gentleman lis Belly- 


Full, I fee: Well. Sir! how do you find her? 


Sir Cilb. Anh! poor Soul! pitious bal! All upon the 
Jantivy 


- — * 
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S ! You muſt e'en undertake her yourſelf; 
can do no her—But here comes Love 
— OO 


Enter Charlotte, Witling, and Lady Wrangle. 
Char. O Siſter! here's Mr. Witling has writ the pret- 
tieſt Cantata ſure, that ever made Maſick 


Soph. 1 am glad, Siſter, are reconcil'd to any of 

155 you * 
Fran. That I dare fwear it is. 

Wit. Ha l ha! no doubt on't; If you cocks he &, 
extraordinary Piece 

my little Rogue, we have crabb'd him already. 

[Afar to Char. 
makes perſonal Inclination the Rule of his Judgment; 
but to condemn what one never ſaw, is making ſhort 

Fran. With Submiſſion, Madam, I can ſee no 

Raſhneſs in preſuming that a Magpye can't fing 
Wit. Ke nor an Owl look like a Peacock neither: 

Ha! ha! 

L. Vr. Perfectly 
Char. O — 

Bird, Madam. [To Char. 
Char. O! Sir, Iam ſorry you are exhaufted ; but when 
Frau. I don't wonder at my not hitting your Taſte, 

Madam, when ſach Stuff as his can go down with you. 

the Entertainment of this Lady; and fince ſhe likes it, 

i will allow that you, of all Mankind, have moſt Reaſon = 
Char. Nay, if he ſhould like it, even will then give 

it up to the World as good for nothing. 


1 O fy! Madam, ſhe only rallies A mere 
it muſt be an indeed, Tom. You ſee, 
L. V. Mr. Frankley is a mere modern Critick, that 
Work indeed. 
Nig Elie 
I. V and Char. Ha ha! ha 
Fran. Much good may do you with your Canary- 
Wit's upon the Lee, no Wonder it runs into Rudeneſß. 
I it. My Stuff, dear Tem, was compos d purely for 
$0 ſind Fault with it. Ha! ha! 
Fran, Then it's in Danger, I can tell you, Madam ; 


for I thall certainly like it, Lecauſe, I am ſure, it will 


be good for nothing. 
| | Han 
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upon in, 
ure, at leaſt, to ſee the Grofineſs of 


Char. Phan! never mind him : The Cantata, dear 
Mr. Witling, the Cantata. 

L. Vr. O! by all Means; pray oblige us, Sir? 
1 Thi 


Vit. Immediately, Madam; but in order ; 
firſt give me leave to regale the good Company with a 


Craſh of inſtrumental. 

L. Vr. As you pleaſe, Sir. 

Wit. Hey! Signior Carbonelli ! Vi Piace intrare? 

[The Mufick enter. 

L. Vr. Mr. Granger, won't you pleaſe to fit ? 

Sir Gilb. Ay, ay, come, Gentlemen; but in earneſt, 
does this Puppy really pretend to fing ? 

Fran. Much as he pretends to Wit, Sir: He can 
make a Noiſe at leaft. 

Sir G:/b. But the Whelp has no Voice. 

Fran. O! Sir, that's out of faſhion : Your beſt Ma- 

Sir Gilb. Then 1 would not give a Fig for their 
Muſick, Sir; Lens But 
let's hear what the Fiddles can do. [They play a Sonata.] 
Well! and what! we are to ſuppoſe this very fine 
now, hah ! 

Fran. No doubt on't, Sir! at leaſt it will not be ſafe 
to ſay the contrary. 

Sir Gilb. Well! well! for a quiet Life then, 


fine let it be: but I wiſh I could hear a Lancaſbire Horn- 
pipe for all that. 
I. V. Come, dear Sir, non ——_ 


To Witling. 
Gran. See, Sir, Mr. Witling is going to entertain us. 
Sir Gilb. Ay! that muſt be rare Stuff indeed. 

Mit. Upon my Life, Madam, I have no more Voice 
than a Kettle-Drum; beſides, this is for a Treble, and 
out of my Compaſs. | 

Char, O! no matter ; feign it, 2 
. it. 
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Wit. T would fain oblige you, Madam : mx Ly dan 
thinks, i to 1wn'd 
nks, nothing done, to pleaſe you, ſhould be feign 


Fran. Hah! he would fain be witty, I ſee ; but don't 
trouble yourſelf, Madam, he has as much mind to fing 
as you have to hear him: Tho', Heaven knows, his 
Voice is, like his Modeſty, utterly forced; Nature has 
nothing to do with either of them. 

Wit. Whatever my Modeſty is, dear Tom, thy Unea- 


ſineſs I am ſure is natural; that comes from thy Heart, 


I dare anſwer for it. Ha! ha! ha! 


Fran. O thou happy Rogue! 


Wit. But, Madam, if I fing, you ſhall promiſe me 


to dance then. 


Cher. O! any Compoſition ; I'll do it with all my 
Heart. wn 


Out. | 
Wit. Well, Ladies, ſince you muſt have it 
Sir Gib. He is a curſed while about it, methinks— 


Vit. You maſt know, then, this Cantata is of a 


different Species from the Paſſion generally expreſs d in 
our modern Operas; for there you ſee your Lover uſu- 
ally approaches the fair Lady with Sighs, Tears, Tor- 
ments and L, irg : Now here, I ſhew you the way of 


mating Love like a pretty Fellow; that is, like a Man 


of Senſc, all Life and Gaiety—As for Example. 
Char. Pray mind. | 
Wit. (Reading. 


Thus to a prnfive Sqvain, 
Whe long had lov'd in vain, - 
Thyrſi the ſecret Arts 
Of gain. g Hearts 
From cala Diſdain, 

To hi: 1ſpairing Friend imparts. 


Vit. Sc iar Recitative—— Now for the Air—A 
hum kim | es 
Soo Don't you think, Mr. Cranger, that the double 
Dative Cases of-. a prn/ive Savain,. to bis deſpairing 
Friend, almoſt reduce this tv Nonſenſe ? 


Gran. 


L. Vr. But the Words firſt; dear Sir, read them 


A * 1 
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* 1 ae. July oblery'd, Madam but you know Non- 
and Harmony are reconciled of late. 

Wit. Would you woo ber 

With Succeſs ? 

Up to her, 

Purſue her 


With Life and Addreſs. 


o the Air, 
FA fruitleſs Pain, 
TIndur'd in vain : 
Silent Il ves and looks of Care, 
Will ncver, never, win the Fair. 


End with the firft Strain. 


Wit. Ah ! you litle Rogue. [To Charlotte. 
L. Wr. 1 Nothing ſu re was ever ſo 


muſical. 

Char. Sing it, fing it, dear Mr. Vitling; I am on 
Tiptoe to hear it. 

Wit. Well, Madam, if you can bear it in a Fa ſetto. 


[He fongs. 


Char. O Caro N 1 
Wit. Anima nia 
Soph. [To Gran. ] ticw happy are the Seli-conceited! 
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and yet, if he had not ſung now, — 
and Ignorance had been 

Gran. Right, Madam; 3 a Man muſt 
have Variery of Parts to make an accompliſh Cox- 


Soph. I ſcarce think Poetry is more abus'd than mu» 
fick, by its vain Pretenders. 
Gran. And yet it is hard to ſay, Madam, whether 
thoſe Pretenders, or the falſe Taſte of our Modern 
touted 


457. But come, 
Airs only ann Hinds to Gur 
Entertainment. 
Char. Well; fince I gave my Word, I'll uſe no Ce- 


remony. 
Soph. What! more Folly! I grow tired ; Shall we 


walk into my Libraty? there we may raiſe our 


Gran. You Charm me, Madam? I thirſt, methinks, 
for a clear Draught of Helicon. 
Soph. Take no leave, but follow me. 


Wit. E ben Sonate. [Charlotte dances] Eh! Viva! 


viva! All Enchantment, Madam ; no ten thouſand 


Is ever came up to it. 


— tis great pity the A 
on opus Gi igrrrancn: o) tor Coir 


me, Madam; as long as there is a 
between her and me, what's mat- 
2 you know. 

Sir Gelb. Ay, but there's the Queſtion, which of you 


"tis that has it: - ++... - oat I am ſure you 


two will never come 


Fran. Well ſaid! at him, vir. © (Afede. 
Mit. Look you, Sir Gilbert; you may fancy your 
fair Daughter and I are a Couple of Fools, if you 
Pleaſe ; but if one of us had not been wiſer than her 
Father, we could never have had a Right to come to- 
gether, 


(Ex. Soph. and Gran. il 


cq 
they — 2 
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Fecht 1 of his teeth; that's certain: Hah! 

L. Vr. Pardon me, Mr. Mitling; you under-rate 
your Merit : for you had been ſure of my Conſent, 
without your Contract. 

Mit. Ay, Madam, that was only a fooliſh Modeſty, 
that I could not ſhake off; therefore I hope you 
will excuſe me, if I durſt not think Merit alone was 
a ſufficient Bait to bob Sir Gilbert out of his Conſent ! 
Hah ! hah! 

Sir Gilb. You are a very merry Grig, Sir; but have 
a care you are not bobb'd yourſelf: Stay till you win, 
— you laugh; for you are not yet married, I pre- 

ume. 
it. Why no, nor you have not ſupp'd yet; yet 1 
hold Gold to Silver, — both eat — * 
Sir Gi/b. Why! do'ſt thou think the Girl is in haſte 
to marry thee to- night? 

Wit. I don't ſay that neither: But, Sir, as long as I 
have a ſufficient Depoſite of the Lady's Inclinations, to 
anſwer for the reſt of her Premiſes, you will give me 
leave not to be afraid of her looking out for a new 

Chap in the mean time, Sir. | | 

Sir Gilb. A Depofite! why wouldſt thou perſuade me 
the Girl can be Fool enough to like thee ? 

Wit I-gad, I don't know how tis, but ſhe has Wit 
enough, it ſeems, to make me think ſo—— but 
if you won't take my Word, let her anſwer for her- 
ſelf. 

Sir G:/b. Ay, that I ſhould be glad to hear. 

7t. Hah! hah ! I-gad this is a pleaſant Queſtion in- 
deed—— Madam, are not you willing, (as ſoon as the 
Church-Books can be open) to make a transfer of your 
whole Stock of Beauty, for the conjugal Uſes of your 
humble Servant ? 

Char. Indeed, Papa, I won't ſuppoſe that can be a 
Queſtion. = : 

Wit. A-Hum ! your humble Servant, Sir. 

Char. Beſide, are not you oblig'd to ſign a further 
Deed of Conſent to Mr. Witling ? 

Sir Gilb. Ves, Child; but the ſame Deed reſerves to 
you a right of Refuſal, as well as to him. PAR 
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Char. That I underſtand, Sir ; and there's one can 


fuſal. (Pointing to Fran. 

Wit. Your humble Servant again, Sir; hah! hah! hah ! 

L. Vr. I am amaz'd, Mr. ran le, you could think 
ſhe could be under the leaſt ty in the Choice. 

Fran. And yet, Madam, there are very innocent La- 
dies, that have made a Difficulty of changing their In- 
clinations in half an hour. 

L. Vr. A Woman of ſtrict Virtue, Sir, ought to 
have no Inclinations at all; or, if any, thoſe only of 
being obedient to the Will of her Parents. 

t. O! let him alone, Madam; the more he rails, 
the more I ſhall laugh, depend upon't ; the Pain of a 


Rival is the pleaſauteſt Game in the World. his wiſh- 


ing me at the Devil, is juſt the ſame thing as if he wiſh'd 
me Joy! ha! ha! hat 

Sir Gi/b. Well, Sir, all I ſay, is, that if the 
for wing. thy Contract muſt ſtill be good 


Wit. Right! and if you had had common Senſe, I 1 
am ſure you would never have made it; not but to do 
you Juſtice, Sir Gilbert, I muſt own you have Wit in 


— ID I grant 
you. 
Sir Cilb. Sir, I diſown my Pretenſions to any, if 


ever jou had Senſe enough to find it out. 
Wit. Sure you forget, my dear Sir Gil. Don't you 
remember once I Gd find it out ? Did not I fily catch 


that you might be iure of rhoic that would never come 


to claim it? and then pretend to all your Frierds | 
you were full; There, at leaſt, you had more Wit 


to keep People out, than any Mar: living had to get 


in: for I grant you, your Lift was dead iure! ha! 


ha! ha! 
Sir G:/b. Why, ay, this nonſenſical ſtory now paſſes 


for Wit, I warrant, among your Cocard and Velvet 


Sparks at Gorraway's; but much good u::2y do you 
with your Jeſt, as long as we have your Money among 
| us: 


you in St. ¶ hat- de- callum's Churchyard, with your Ta- 
ble book, taking dead People Names from the Tomb- 
ſtones, to fill up your Li of the third Subſcription, 


w ANF. LE ETv# He TT Here” 


Ar 


a8 


24 


Þ not ſure I won't pay the Forfeit of my Contract, 


| Servant, Mr. Frankley— ———Would ou woo her 
Exit fonging, with Charlotte. 

Fran. Admirably well done, Sir! you have work'd 
his Inſolence to rare Order. Now, if you can but 
| it out as ſtoutly with my Lady, our Buune:. is 


Sir Gilb 
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us: I believe it will be no hard matter to bite moſt of 
your ſoft Heads off before it be long; and if you 


drive on as you ſeem to do, we ſhall make bold to 
c odſheart- 

ins! 

Wit. Nay, I grant you, to do your own 

muſt do other People's too; but if all the 

ellows of Dreſs and Pleaſure would follow me, f 
would undertake to lead you a Dance for all that. 
Pn Gilb. And, pray, what would you have them 
Wit. Why? do! as you do; nothing that „ 
tend to do: or do, as I did, every 2 
per d me not to do. I minded what your Broker did, not 
what you ſaid, my Dear? And if every Gentleman 
would but buy, when you adviſe him to fell ; or fell 
when you adviſe him to buy, twould be impoſſible to 
go out of the way: Why! tis as plain a Road, Man, 
as from Hide Park Corner to Ken/ington. 

Sir G:/b. Sir, you take a great deal of with 


my Character; inſomuch, that I muſt tell you, I am 
ra- 


ther than part with my toa 


| and ſo take it as you will. 


I. Vr. Mr. M rangle What do you mean by this 


? 
Fran. Mr. Witling, Madam, will take nothing ill, 


| that I think ft 20 juſtify, I am ſure. 


Juſtice: I'll 
befide 


done 
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Sir G:lb. If !\—Will you ſtand by me? 

Fran. Will you give me your Authority, Sir, to 
handle her roundly, and make her know who ought 
to be her Maſter ? : 


Sir Gilb. My Authority! ay, and Thanks into the | 


Bargain come along, III ſend for the Lawyer 


now 
ſhall find 111 vindicate the Honour of the City, and, 
ment. 

Fran. Well ſaid; I'll warrant you, Sir. 


[Exeunt, 


ACT T 
Sir Gilbert and Frankley. 


Sir GILBERT. 
dear Frankley, I could not reſt till I had thee 


your vindicating the Huſhand's Authority, and taking 
my Wife a Peg lower before my Face, has tickled my 


Fancy to that degree, that, odzooks! I could with | 


in my Heart thou hadft been married to her. 


Fran. O! I ſhould be loth to have robbed you, Sir, 


Sir Gi/b. A-hum! you are right, your are right; 1 


did not think of that indeed: Well! tis a very odd 
thing now, that a Wife will ſooner be kept under by 
any Man than her Huſband: Why the Duce can't I 
govern her ſo ? | 

Fran. There's no great Secret in the matter, Sir; for 
take any Couple in Chriſtendom, you will certainly find, 


that the more troubleſome of the two is always Head 


of the Family. : 
Sir Gilb. By my troth, I believe you are right; and 


fince the War is begun, I'Il make a fair puſh for't. I | 


am reſoly'd now to thwart her in every ching; and if 
Gronger has but Wit enough to talk So 


her Senſes ; that is, if he can but convince her that ſhe 
16 


Mr. Frankley, my Blood riſes at her, ſhe | 


alone again; thou haſt gain'd upon me for ever: 


— * t | 


*» Wos r Awy 
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| + Fleſh and Blood, and born to breed, like other Wo- 


men: Odzooks! he ſhall marry her immediately: I'll 


_— TY. 
| r 


an. That way! O! ay, it's true; for I think I 
have heard you fay, Sir, that if either of your Daugh- 

ied, my Lady is to inherit their For- 
tunes. | 


Sir Gilb. Ay, ay; there the Shoe pinches, Man; ſhe 
would be as much an Enemy to Granger, ar ſhe is to 
you, if ſhe could in the leaſt ſuſpeR he would ever make 


| any thing of it with Sophronza. 


Fran. And, if I don't miſtake, Sir, Granger is in a 


| fair Way there too; for, to my Knowledge, he has been 
lock d up with her this half Hour, here in her Library. 


Sir G:/b. The Dickens! 


| chem; by the Lord Harry I am 


T Fran. We had beſt be out of the way then, that we 


Fran. Did not you obſerve them ſteal off together j 
after the Muſick ? i 

Sir Gill. I wonder'd, indeed, what was become of 
of it I muſt have 
] Odſo! they are 


them the 
dale 


may not diſturb them. 


| Leaps to the Face, and marks the Cheek with Shame: 
But the chaſte Heart, ſublim'd by purer Fires, 
| Knowing no conſcious Fear, Reſerve, or Guile, 
| Gives, with unbounded Frankkneſs, all its Store, 
And only bluſhes that it gives no more. 

Gran. Hear thi:, ye bright immortal Choirs above, 
And own that human Souls, 3 can love. * 
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Sir Gib. Heyday rar 
gedy ! Well! he's a comical Thief 4 
3 
8 you forgive the tedious Banifhment, 
Which my Diſtruſt and Dread impos d on you? 
Gran. Can — — ſo kind 
A Fear? While thro' the general Race of Man, 
A ſenſual and ĩufectious Paſſion rages, 
Giving, from Sex to Sex, the mortal Tainture. 


y 
Soph. Bluſh ! bluſh! ye baſe 


That boaſt the Bliſs of groſs connubi Love ; 
Can you wear human Forms, yet ſee the prone, 
The Brute Creation, equal your Deſires ? 

Had you or Souls or Serie refin'd, you's form 


Gran. O Harmony of Hearts! O ſpotleſs Paſſion! 

_ on this Hand, ”__ my Vows, 

er — my 

To thine, fore 
Seph. — Hold ! 

Paffions, like ours, no > formal Vows require ; 

For Vows ſuppoſe Diſtruſt, or faithleſs Love, 

The frail Security of ſenſual Flames; 

But where the Pure, with the pure Soul unites, 

The ſimple Hand thus given, and receiv'd, ſuffices. 
Gran. Let then this Hand 4 Heart reſign. 
Spb. Thus in exchange I blend my Soul with thine. 
SirG:/b. So! they are got to Hand and Heart already; 

but now, now for a Touch at the reſt of her Premiſſes. 
Fran. Nay, dear Sir, be eaſy. | 
Sir G:/b. Well! well! I will. 

Soph. And now, no more Sephronia, but thy F riend ; 
Be both my Name and Sex from hence forgotten. 
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Gran. No: 

Let me remember ſtill that thou art fair; 

EFor were there no Temptation in thy Beauty, 

Where were the Merit of ſuch hard Reſiſtance? 
_— * nee! 
Organs of my Si my Ear, my Feel: 

he fn Fe + 


Am TI in Fault if the ſharp Winter's Froſt 
Can chill my Limbs, or Summer's Sun will ſcorch them ? 
What Matter can reſiſt the Elements? 
Rivers will freeze, and ſolid Mountains burn; 
What Bodies will not change ?—Thus the tall Oak— 

© Tho' from our meaner Flames ſecure, 

© Muſt that which falls from Heaven endure. 

Soph. Where has he learn'd this Art of uno 
F ? | { Hfede. 
Graz. Canſt thou reproach me then, if I os 

Beauties, 

With ſuch a Blaze of Charms invade my Senſe, 
My human Heart's not Proof againſt their Power? 

Soph. Reproach thee! no; Bodies are bat the Shells, 
Or Huts, that cover in the Soul, and are, 
Like other Fabricks, ſubject to Miſchance : 
The Cells of Hermits may be fir'd ; but none 
the Wretch, that ſuffers by the Flame. 
Gran. O Sophroniq ! canſt thou forgive me then, 
That my material Droſs thus burns before thee? - 
That my whole Frame thus kindles at thy Beauty, 
And even warms my Mul with fond Defire ? 
Like an impatient Chili it languiſhcs, 
And pines for Wants unknown, it ſighs, it pants, 
To be indulg'd Ms © ad Boſom, 

D 2 
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To fold thee in my tender Arms, to talk, 
And with mutual ſoft Benevolence 
Of Eyes, as Giving were our only Pleaſure. 
Sir Gill. Adod! I believe he's in earneſt, he makes 
3. Fit > On Y 
Such Softneſs mingle with Paſhon ? [arr. 
Gras. But while the Soul is ſuffer'd to 
9 mortal Part from Joy; 
repining murmur at 
To ſtarve the „ While the knows Plenty; 
Yet, like a Churl, whole the Feaſt. 
My Senſes claim a Share from Nature's Law ; 
think, with a more melting Softneſs, they 
Id love, andeven inform the Soul with Rapture, 
Sir Gilb. Ay; now! we begin to work her. : 
Gran. Confider them, as Part of me, thy Friend, 
Thy Friend may fare be trafed with your Pity! 
Ol relieve them! give me ſome Sign at leaft, | 
One kind Embrace, or a chaſte Siſter's Kiſa, 
In certain Proof that thoa art fill my Friend, 8 
63 — — 
. Pignora certa petis ? do Pigno: a certa—Timends. 
Fear alone — — ! 


; my þ 

Gran. Muſt I then periſh ? Will my Friend forſake me? 

Soph. O Granger ! I am loſt.— thou haſt undone me 

I am fallen, and thou wilt hate me now. 

Gran. O Sepbronia 4 
Soph. Lend me thy Arm, ſupport me! 

Thy melting Plaints have ſtole upon iny Heart, 

And ſoſten d me to Wiſhes never known before. 
Gran. O the tumultuous Joy! [She fenks into his Arm. 
Sir Gilb. Ah! dead! dead! we have her, Boy! we 

have her. 

Fren.. See bow ſhe pants! 


How, 


and put it all 

pon re 
Sir fx:1þ. Nay, the Toad did worm her nicely, that 

I mull needs fay ! 

Fran, Ha! ha! ha! what a rare Welcome too this 


News will have with my Lady ; how ſhe will fume at 
the Diſappointment ? 
Sir Gilb. Nay, I have to do with that, you 


know; „ ing; Let every Tub 

Dan 1 
to his Management: I can promiſe 

act 16 dinder ho Billie ” 

Fran. 'That's all he will defire, I dare fay, Sir: Be 

you but as paſſive in his Affair as mine, I'll warrant we 

will find Courage enough between us to maintain our 


Sir Gill. Ay! there again; ſtick to your 
Stuff, Boys; ieren by you may Tex Go 
of the hen· peck d Corporation as long as I live. 
= Enter a Servant. 

Serv. Sir, here's Mr. Delay the 

Sir Gilb. Odlo: chars well! Now Mr. — 

Fran. I believe, Sir, you had beſt keep him out of my 
Lady's fight, till Matters are ripe for Execution. 


Sir GiB. You are r are — ſay no more, 
IT do it. * , 87, Cid 

Fran. So! thus far we ſtand fair; we have nothing 
now to combat but my Lady; and Cranger's Succels 
with Scphronia, at this time, will naturally _—_— 
Alliance her: As for my Friend Witling, 
— — — 
But however, in the mean while, it will not be amiſs 
to keep OT RI WT 
here he comes. 

Enter Wi 


_ Wir. Ha! ha! ha! Dear Tom ! I am glad I have 
found thee, Faith! I have a Favour to beg of thee. 


Fran. 
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Fran. Why then, I am u have found me too 
—becauſe, | belies 1 fralf noe rant i 

Wit. Ha! ha! what crabb'd ftill, my Dear ! but I 
_ Cn CIS Child; « and tis for her 

e 1 am going to to thee. 

Fran. 1 41 — A Womanof Senſe I 
warrant her, by her ſendi ing thee on a Fool's Errand. 

Wit. Ay, but my Dear ! the Errand happens to be 
her's now; and fo thou haſt civilly put the Fool upon 
the Woman of Senſe: Good again! one of thy old 
Blunders, Tom ! for, I think thou haft but curied Luck 
in making thy Way to the Women. 

Fran. hen you tell me the Lady you come from, 
I ſhall be better able to gueſs, whether ſhe takes me or 
you for a Fool. 

Mit. Su then it were from a Lady, Tom, that de- 
ſigns to take either you or me for a Hatband? What 
doſt thou think of my little Charlotte, my dear Tommy 

Fran. Why, if ſhe takes thee for a Huſband, 1 fall 
think her a Fool; and if I ſhould take thee for a Wit, 
fhe would think me a Fool: But by her ſending thee 
to aſk a Favour of me, it's a Sign ſhe thinks thee a 
Fool. 

Vit. Ha! ha! a very pretty Parcel of croſs Parpoles, 
a Fool and Wit, and Wit and Fool; and ſhe and thee, 
and me! What? art thou playing at Huſtle-cap with 
thy Words, Child ꝰ Thou doſt uot expect I ſhould take 
all thy Jingle-jumble for Wit, doit thou? 

Fran. No, Faith! if it be Wit, I expect thou ſhouldft 
not take it. 

Wit. With all my Heart: Come, come, it fhall be 
Wit then; I will miſtake it for once But to Buſincis— 
this fair Lady, my dear Tcm 

Fran. Ay, what of her ? 

Wit. Why, poor Soul, fhe deſird me to come to 

and 


"I. And leave her to better Company, ha! | 
Wit. Look you, Tem, I know Loſers ought to have 
Leave to ſpeak, and therefore at preſent you ſhall have all 
the Wit to yourſelf, my Dear; — army 


Happineſs, dear Tom; for to tell you the Truth, the Crea- 
D 4 ture. 
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ture is ſo curſei fond of me, that ſhe begins to grow 
troubleſome already. Ha! ha! ha! 

Fran. Why don't you make yourſelf eaſy then, and 
give her up to me? 

Mit. No, no; I muſt not break the poor Fool's Heart 
neither; for you muſt know, ſhe is in a terrible Taking 


any 
Wit. No, don't flatter thyſelf neither, my dear Tom- 


my; for her Concern at the Bottom was all 
Account. — 


. 
it. Why you know, ſays ſhe, , poor Frankley 
hes fame for fronting te me: Lint bane how & 


was, ſays ſhe, but ſome Way or other he got in with my 
Father; ſo I durſt not wholly diſcourage his Addreſſes. 
Now Frankley's of a ſurly Temper, ſays ſhe; and if I 
Should marry you in the Heat of his Diſappoi 
he may ſay or do ſome raſh Thing upon t: And I know, 
ſays ſhe, Mr. Vitling, you are violent in your Nature 
too; and if Matters _— oO no body 
knows where the Miſchief may end ; World would 
certainly lay it all my Door——1 fhould be the miſer- 
ren Crpnruce alivr. therefore I beg you, ſays ſhe, 
go to him from me, and try to make an amicable End 
of the Buſineſs ; and the Moment poor Frankley's made 
_ eaſy, ſays ſhe, I'll marry you, the next Hour, without 


any Reſerve in the whole World. 

Fran. Why then, without any Reſerve in the whole 
World, pray tell the Lady, that ſhe may depend upon 
it Iam cettainly eaſy——becauſe I am ſure ſhe impoſes 


upon you. 1 
Vit. Impoſe upon me, Child! ha! ha! that's plea 


fant enough, ha! ha! 
Fran. That is, the lets you impoſe upon yourſelf, 

which is the fame Thing. : 
77. That may be, Tom; but the Devil take me if 
can find it out : But however, 6 
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do, becauſe then I am ſurc, long a you are eaſy, you 


can't take it ill, if I ſhov'd burſt my Aibs with laughing 
at your Fancy. | 


— ny thou haſt not wherewithal to pive a Spariard 
ealoul) . | 
, Wit. Ah! poor Tom, if thou but know all now! 
Ha! ha! 
Frar. But to think thyſelf ar reeable to her, thou muſt 
have the Impudence of a F: each Harlequin. 
it. Ah! dear ſom, thou charm'ſt me! for ſince I 
find thou art not, inthe leaſt, uneaſy at her Engagement 
with me, to tell thee the [ruth, I have nothing elſe at 
e. ent that can poſhbiy retard my Happineſs. 
* Why then, — war as you deſerve; and 
pray let the Lady know, as to any Favour ſhe deſigns 
you, | am in perfect Peace of Mind and Tranquility. 
Wit. And you really give me leave to tell her ſo? 
Fran. Tell her, I am more eaſy than ſhe herſelf will 
be, when ſhe has married you. 
Wit. Wh! then, periſh me, if thou art not one of the 
beſt bred Rivals in the whole World! ha! ha! And here 
ſhe comes, Faith, to tnank thee for her part of the Con- 
ſolation. Ha! ha! 
Fran. Ha! ha! 
Enter Charlotte. 
Char. So, Gentlemen, I am glad to find you in ſuch 
Humour. 
it. O! Madam, the deareſt Friends in the World: 
I have obey'd your Commands, and here's honeſt Toz: is 
ſo gar from being uneaſy at our Marriage, that I-gad 3 
can't get him to believe it will ever come to any thing. 
Char. O! as to that, Mr. Frankley may think as fe 
pleaſes ; but if he is not uneaſy upon your account, that 
is all I pretend to deſire of him. EA 
Vit. No, no, honeſt Tom will give us no Troab:c, 
depend upon't. | 
| D = F. . 
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Fren. Not I, upon my Honour, Madam ; for 
I might be provok'd to cut any other Man's Throat, 


that ſhould pretend to you, yet the Value I have for 


Mr. Mitling, ſecures him from my leaft 


Reſentment. 
Wit. Look! you there, Madam! You ſee your Fears 


are all over; i don't find we have any think todo now, 
but to ſend for the Parſon. 


_ Chor. Ay, but I don't well underſtand him, for he 


ſ-ems to be neither jealous of your Merit, nor my In- 
elination: and that I can 1 think poſſible. 


Fran. Vou may upon my Soul, Madam: for I have 


ſo jaſt a Senſe of both, that if it had not been in 


to your Father's Contract, 1 am convinced you would | 


never have endured the fight of him. 
Hit. Ah! poorTom! he has much ado to ſmother it. 


Apart. 
Char. Very pretty ! ſo you think that my 14 


his Addreſſes is mere Grimace, and 1 "= 


while taking pains only to deceive Mr. Vitliag. 
Fran. Alas! you need not do that, Madam; he 


takes fo much to deceive himſelf, he really gives you 
no trouble about it. 


Wit. You ſee, Child, we may put any thing vpon 


kim. 


Char. Right ! you take it as I could wiſh! Let me 


alone with him. And ſo, Sir, you really expect I 


mould be pleas'd with your having this free Opinion of 


my Conduct? 


Fran. I muſt be pleas'd with every thing you under- 
take in my Favour, Madam. 


it. How vain the Rogue is too? { Afede. 
Char. I am amaz d! But how naturally a Coxcomb 
mew's himſelf. ( Afeae. 


Wit. Ay, that's when he is in your hands, Madam 
Ha! hah ! I-gad the plays him nicely off. {Afide. 
Char. After this, one ſhould wonder at nothing ? 
Nay, there are ſome Fools, I ſee, whoſe Vanity is 10 
tar from 2 offenſive, that they become diverting 


cven to a Riv 


an. Mr. Witlirg is always entertaining, Madam. 


Mit. H: ! Prodivious ! ]- gad he thinks 5 you mean 
me all dil. while, IIc! ka; Ia; ( Afeds. 


Coar . 


AQ. 7 0 


me 3 Sq co”. 


8 
— 


| well di ata French Co 


vil ſhould the Jeſt be? 


Has 


never came up to it, 
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_ Char. Well, ſure there never was ſo bright a Coxcomb 


| | rt 
Wit. I-gad I'll humour him: Ha! ha! 7 ot 
Char. By all means, you will make him ſhine to 2 


[Aport. 
me, Tom, if ever I was fo 
. [Shakes his Hand. 

Fran. That may very well be, Sir: 2 2 
to be fond of their own Parts. [Shakes Witling's Hand. 

Char. Ha! ha! 

Wit. Ay! ſo they are, the Devil take me; for, I 
. 

Fran. How I be out, when you play all the 
Wit N Tom, 1 only laugh all: but 

zt. No, no, Tom, tis your 
Part that makes me, Child. ad 

Fran. Right! if you did not laugh, where the De- 


1 ad then, you ſee, I do the Fool Juſtice, Tom. 

Fran. Ay, the Devil take me, doſt thou; I never 
ſaw him better ated. 

Vit Ah! but you don't know, Dear, that to 
make a Coxcomb ſhine, requires a little more Wit 
then thou ark aware of. 

Fran. I know that he, who has leaſt Wit of us two, 
enough todo that, my Dear. 

Wit. Ay! that is when a Coxcomb ſhews himſelf, 
Tom. 


Fran. Nay, in that I grant no Mortal can come up 


Wit. then periſh 


to thee. 


Wit. Hah! hah! hah! 07 Emer gs, I muſt kiſs 
thee. 
Omnes. Hah! hah! hah! 

Enter Lady Wrangle and Charlotte. 

L. Vr. Your Servant, your _ good People: 
Whence all this mighty Mirth, pra 


Wit. O! Madam, og wo © on OY X 


Hit and Dam upon one another; in ſhort, ſuch Bright- 
neſs o both ſides, the Full Moon, in a Froſty Night, 
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, (ow I muſt needs fay, I never ſaw Mr. Witling ſhine 
| Fran, No, Madam! why he always talks like a Luna- 
tick, as you now may judge by his Similies. 

Wit. Ah! poor Tem! thy Wit indeed is, like the light 


of the Moon, none of thy own: If I don't miſtake, my 


Dear, I was forced to ſhine upon thee, before thou wert 
able to make one Reflection. 

Fran. There you are once in the right, for I certain- 
ly could not have laugh'd, if you had not given me a 


Wit. Ay, but the Cream of the Jeſt is, Tom, that at 

the ſame time I really gave thee no occaſion at all. 
Fran. Right again, my Dear; for your not knowing 

that, is the only Jeſt that's worth laughing at. 


deed; for I have no Notion that Mr. Frankley and you 
can have reaſon to laugh upon the ſame Occafion. 

Wit, Why, Faith! the fion is a little extraordi- 
nary : for you muſt know, Madam, that honeſt Tom and 
I here, are both going to be married to this Lady. 

L. Vr. Both! 

Mit. Ay both, Madam; for, it ſeems, ſhe has not 
been able to convince usthat either of us muſt go with- 
L. Vr. That's ſo like Mr. Frankley's Vanity, that 
can't think his Miſtreſs loſt, tho he ſees her juſt falling 
ny — om 

Fran. My. Vanity and yours, Madam, are much u 
» four; he Tibia you amend 0 be let carat it. 

L. Vr. What do you mean, Sir? | 

Fran. That by this time you are convinced I was 
never in love with your Ladyſhip. 


L. Vr. I am convinced, that a very li l trouble 


would have made you ſo. 


Fran. It muſt have been a good deal more than it 


coſt me, to make you believe ſo. 

L. Vr. If you have till Hopes of marrying Char latte, 
Sir, I don't wonder at your believing any thing, Ha! 
ha! ha! 

Fan. Laugh when you ſee me deſpair, Madam. 
| L. Vr. 


| 


« 
. 
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L. Vr. I need not ſtay for tha:, your Hope is ridicu- 
lous enough; and I laugh, becauſe you can't ſee. 

Fran. Yes, yes, I can ſee, Madam; I have ſeen all 
this day what 't.s you drive at: In ſhort, Madam, you 
have no mind that either of Sir Gilbert's Daughters ſhould 
marry ; becauſe if they die Maids, you have ſecured the 
Chance of ſucceeding to their Fortunes. 

L. Vr. Ay, do make the World believe that, if you 
can: Perſuade Mr. Witling that I have no mind Char- 

Fru. What Mr. & itliag thinks, is out of the queſti- 
on, Madam: but you are ſure that ſhe never deſigns to 
marry him: ſo that your ſetting up his Pretenſions is 
not with the leaſt View of doing him good. but of 
ing me harm ; or rather, that while you manage 
= well on both ſides, neither of us may have 
L. Vr. He has gueſs'd the Secret; but that ſhall not 
inder my Proceeding. You are in the right to as 
—_ On LO IEEY 
my Friendſhip, nor Mr. Vrangle's Conient, or Char- 
latte's Inclination. 

Fran. Be it what it will, Madam, it has a better Foun- 


fo that you are equally like to be diſappoinced there too. 

L. M. Sothroxia martied! | 

Fran. Ay, ay, married, married, Married, bed ded 
bedded, made a mere Wife of; tis not half an aour 

ſince I ſaw her fink, and melt into his Boſom, with 
the yielding Fondneſs of a Milk-maid. 

L. Wr. Sophronia do this ? 

Fram. Sophronia, Madam; nay, Sir Gilbert was, at the 
ſame time, a ſecret Witneſs of all ; and was glad, glad 
of it, Madam : and, to my certain Knowledge, reſclves 
ger ſhall marry her inſtantly : And io, Madam, 
all that fantaſtick Fort-Philoſophy, that you have been 
building im her Brains for ſeven Years together, is (with 


one honeſt Attack of mere Fleſh and Blood) fairiy de- 

moliſh'd, and brought to nothing. 
L. Vr. I'll not believe it, Iknow your Ears deceiv'd 
vous 


$3 we REF US AL: eo, 
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N Oons! Madam, Ill egi nn ow 
myſelf ; ghing, bluſhing, panting in his 
Arms, with mortal, ſenſual, amorous defire : All her ro- 
mantick Pride reduc'd, and humbled to the Obedience 
of that univerſal Monarch of Mankind, Love, Madam; 
plain, naked, natural Love, Love, Madam. 

L. Vr. I am confounded! if this be true, his Triumph 

is inſupportable. (Alde.) Ha! what do I fee! | 


Enter Granger, leading WDATON1: 
Fran. Dear Granger, I congratulate thy b 


Gran. My ndeed ! for, till I was viori- 
ous, I knew not half the value of my Conqueſt. 

Fran. (To Soph.) Give me then leave to hope, 
that our former Difference is forgot; ſince the more ele · 
ets Fate of tay Friend has — convinc'd me of my 


Gran. O Frankley ! I have ſuch a melting Scene 
to tell thee ! * 
Fran. You may yourſelf rouble ; 
Sir Gilbert and I overheard every word of t—ſice 
But 1 allow you an Artiſt. 
Gran. Was it not very whimſical ? 
I. Ws. (Tos Look Face—fall 
L. Fr. (To . in my me. 
G pon 
I. Vr. To make you bluſh at your Apoſtacy. 
Soph. Came ts Thad ace co Agate tiadens. 
L. Vr. Is this your ſelf-demial ? This your D iſtaſte 
of odious Man? 
Madam, I have conſider'd well my Female 


State, and am now a Profelyte to that Philoſophy 


Heart. I fancy we ſhall find a ay > acts 
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which ſays, Nature makes nought in vain. 

F ” What's then become of your Platonick Sy- 
Soph. Diſſolved, evaporated, impracticable, and falla- 

tous all: You'll own I have labour d in the 

ment, but found at laſt, that to try Gold in a Cruci- 

ble of Virgin-Wax, was a mere Female Folly. | 
L. Vr. But 1 Madam, entertain a 


"x Marriage without acquainting me ? 
Madam, I am now under this Gentleman's 
Protection; 2 think my Actions 
| to 


to no purpoſe; yo 
of thoſe Ladies ; Sir — [ar ae «py uf 
upon; and as far as that can go, we ſhall make 
to inſiſt upon them both, Madam; and ſo you may 
as well put your Paſſion in your Pocket, Madam. 

L. Vr. Inf le! [Walks in 

Wit. Ha! ha! well ſaid, Tommy! What, art 
, By Ine © Wy CO NIN 
e 
it twice over, has he? but if he has, with 


Deed ſtand good however; and that, I am ſure, I have 


| Here ſafe in my Pocket, Child. 


Fran. O that ſhall be tried preſently, Sir; and here 
he comes with the Lawyer for the purpoſe. 
Enter Sir Gilbert, with a Lawyer. 

L. Vr. Mr. — rms by 4 | 
Uſage ? How dare you affront me thus? 
Sir Giib. 125 my Lady. 

L. Vr. Ay, Sir, by bringing theſe Royftrs here, 
to inſult me in my own 
Sir Giilb. Frankley Fadi me 
2 Royfters ay, Mr 

Wr. Sir, 7 5 1 
Wrangle, how dare you do this ? 

Sir Gil. Do, Madam I don't do any 

if che Gentlemen have done any harm, yon 


„ not I; 
beſt talk 
to 


them; I bel; „ their 
Heads, zart. they have bod 23 


Fran. _ ay, Madam, 4 


j either of us, we are the proper Perſons to 
SEC 
L. Vr. "What! will you ftand by, and tamely ſee 


me abus d in my own Houſe ? 

Sir Gil. Odzines, Madam, don't abuſe yourſelf; 
the Gentlemen are civil Gentlemen, and Men of Ho- 
nour ; but if you don't know how to behave yourſelf to 


3 1 
Vr i . on — 
* 


to teach me, 
Sir Gill. 
Gran. r Ma- 
= conſider how theſe violent Emotions diſhonour 


* Sir Gi, Ay, Madam, if you are a Philoſopher, now 
you one Inftance of it im- 


L. FV. 2 Ts; 
mediately ; before you ſtir out of this Room, I'll make 
you do juſtice — TIl make you keep 


your Contract, 
SirGilb. Why, Madam, you need not be in a Paſſion 
about that ; | en any ether, I do him juſtice | 


I. V. O! will you ſo!——come then, where's 
the Deed, Sir? 

Wit. A-hum? 1 how doſt thou 
do now, little Tommy ? 

Fan III tell you preſently, Sir. 
1 Ha! ha! I gad thou art reſold to die hard, [ 


1 Here, Madam, this is the Deed; there is 
nothing wanting but the Blanks to be filled 
the Bi; s Name: 24 


an? 
1 V. * this is he — put in Viilian 
ili 9 
1 Llold, M.dam, tro Words wa. 
that is not the Gentleman I have reſolv'd r 
2 


T 


I, 
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& V. Come, come, Mr. Vranęle, don't be a Fool, 
Sir Gil. And pray, Madam, don't you pretend to be 
wiſer than 7 Ihe "yy 
. 
now 
Vit. Heyday! what time of the Moon is this? 
Why have not I your Contract here in my Hand, Sir 
Gilbert? 
Sir Sill. With all my Heart, make your beſt on't ; 
I'll pay the Penalty, and what have you to ſay now ? 
And ſo, Sir, [To the Lawyer) I ſay put me in Thomas 


F ; 
I. V. Mr. Wranxple! don't me! do yo 
knew dhe: the Finke of your Mr. — is 
above fix and twenty thouſand Pounds Difference, Sir ? 
Sir G:lb. Ves, Madam; but to let you ſee that I am 
n * neither 1 there's that will 
me againſt paying a Farthing of it. 
| 5 (Sir Gilb. frews a Bond.. 
L. Vr. What do you mean ? 
Sir Gith., Why that this, Madam, is a Joint-Bond 
from Mr. Granger and Frankley, to indemnify me from 
all Demands, Coſts, and es of Mr. Vitling's 
Contract. (L. Wrang. periſes the Bond. 
Char. Now, Mr. Witling, you ſee upon what a ſhal- 


low Foundation Frankley built all his Vanity and AG 


ſurance——But, poor Man ! he did not conſider it was 

fill in my power to marry you, tho' you had no Con- 

traQt at all with my Father. 
Wit. Right, my pretty Soul! I ſuppoſe he thought 


the merit, and frank Air of his Blood, forſooth, would 


have made you cock ſure to him; but I'll let him ice 
preſently, that I know how to pay a handſome Compli- 
ment to a fair Lady, as well as himſelf: I gad, I will 
bite his Head off. : Ski 
. Char. Ay, do, Mr. Mitling, you touch my Heart 
with the very Thought ofit. | 
Wit. Ah! you charming Devil ! 
L. Vr. (To Sir Gilbert.) Is this then your Expe- 
dient? Is this your ſordid way of evading all Right 


and Juſtice? Go! you _ Scandal to the. Board you 
lit 
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fit at ; but you ſhall find that I have a ſuperior Senſe | 
of Honour. And thus! thus ! thus! I'll force you to be 
Juſt. (Tears the Bond. 
Fran. Confuſion! 

— 1 Oons! Madam ! what do you mean by this 
L. Vr. Now where's your Security? Where is 
332 —— 


I 

= Was ever dach a Devil ? 

Gran. Fear nothing III warrant 
Sir, don't be d:ſhearten d, your 
to your Content; — 


wh bog 2 
"Sir Gil, Say ſt thou ſo, my Lad, then, odſheart- 
lkin—— Franke, fand by me: * ö 
13 
N. the ſuch in | 
my Houſe if he dares. end x 


— Nay, then, Madam, I'll ſee who dares moleſt 


Fran. I whoever does, ſhall zave more than one 
to deal wi 


Sir Gibb. Well ſaid, ſtand your Ground ——write 
[To the Larwyer. 


Wit. OO. 
eome, come, I'll ſhew you a ſhorter way to make an 
end of this matter———— and to let ſee you are 
At Ir oxy am ſecure of 
Lady's Inclination, I think it a Diſhonour to her | 
der to make ul of ay any other Advantage, than the 

of her humble Servant. There, Sir Gi. 
bert, there's your Contract back again, tear it, cancel 
it, or light your Pipe with it — And Ma- 
dam [To Charlotte. 

Cbar. Ay, now, Mr. Virling, you have made me the 
happieſt Creature living ! And now, Mr. Lawyer —— 

Wit. Ay now, | 

Cir. Fut in Thomas Franlley, Eiq 


Wit, 


17 Rog” 


1 


1 @ 


F A TA 


to find himſelf ſometimes a Fool, is in danger of 


The Ladies Philoſophy. 02 
r 
Fran. now, Mr. Viili 

Sir 643. Odtheart! in with him 

L. V. Come, come, Mr. 

Sir Cilb. A A 

L. V. Wife! What am I d! inſulted then 
Sir Gilb. Ah Charlotte! let me hug thee! 


buſs thee! and bleſs thee to Death! But here, Huſſy! 


3 of Lips chat will make better Work with 


to do it. 

Wit. Why then, dear Tom, I give you Joy: for, to 
fay the truth, [ beflove I was 2 Hate arerhotty in this 
matter: But, as thou ſay ſt, he that has not Wit 


hr gener pay wang vrais. neo». 


Te Ladies Phiajophy. | 
I. . I fee you know my Weakneſs 


7 
: 
: 


| 


miſſion muſt prevail n * 1 


: the Time's a 
> that buy will not be able to pay. 1112 
the hindmoſt, and Heaven bleſs you all to- 
— 


Fran. atom Sophronia, {et we forward to the | 


. g the Force of Nature's 1 


keep our Hearts in awe 3; 
— — <q 
like Love. 


